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NA pan, a 9 


1 Cannot commit this Tragedy to ths 
preſs without availing myſelf of the 
opportunity to acknowledge the ſup- 
port you gave it on the ſtage. I felt 


myſelf under the weight of a reſpon- Ml 


ſibility duing its trial before the Pub- 
he, Wbich made thoſe moments ex- 
tremely anxious; for had ! been ad- 
judged guilty of miſemploying your ta- 
| Tents, I muſt have ſank under the ſen- 
tence without appeal, conſcious of hav- 


ing 


* DEDICATION. 


ing conceived the fable, and addrefled 
every feature and expreſſion of — 
in ſhort there? was no poſlible ſhelter — | 
| ſelf-prejudice(had that been amongſt 
my failings) to reſort to where all the 
Performers ſtood fo-ably in the ſcene, 
and where the ſpectacle was ſo fully 
furniſhed by the liberality of the Pro- 
 'prietors, that I can honeſily* declare 
my Inden vors, anffcaleft to the ex- 
hibition, had not been employed to 
urge their ſpirit to eXPENPa, but on nay 
A Hontrary to reſtrain it. 5 i. 


iþ . I am deeply erateful: to a eden 5 
and candid Audience for their recep- 
tion of this Tragedy; and tho. ny 
am not to learn how much of t 
5 applauſe reſts perſonally with you — | 
- your allociates in the caſt, I am no 
Jess penetrated with . a ſenſe. of the 
* favours I am to transfer to others, 
than of thoſe which 1 may hs 1 
i ted to retain a 30 e 


ot The 3 of our Dia in its 
beſt examples is ſo eloſe to Nature, = 
that you, Madam, who are apt to give 
ſo perfect a reflection of her image, 
ſeem botn for the elevation of the 
Britiſh ſtage. The Author, who'ſhall 


write for 
bther modet but Nature; every thing 
muſt be addreſſed to the ſpectators 
heart, and of courſe muſt! flow from 
his own - artificial ſituations, tricking 
incidents and ſtudied declamatibns, 
muſt de thrown aſide where you are 
to appear; it will not be his aim to 
make you loquacious in the ſcene, be- 


muſt copy from "no / ; 


cauſe he has fuch fine recitation to re- J 5 | 


farts and attitudes, merely decauſe he 
Ws a. form ſo ſtriking to diſplay at 
his . cee paſſages and 


fort to, nor will he call yeu out im- 


traps for plaudits will be beneath his 75 | 


nttention; he will lead ſimplicity 1 in # 5 
is re me e 7 in . A 
0% : | 3 5 


8 7 - 
: 
— . * fk * 4 
- 


| "Fo loch A ip6er's tidy I now deten = 
- rh you! re before I make over fo va- 
| | luable | 


viii DBDICATION. 
luable a conveyance, let me prise 
bim of the extent of his good for- 
tune; and that it is not only in the 
publ.c repreſentation of his ſcenes 
where he. will find your importance, 
but in every ſtage of the buſineſs pre- 
paratory to their exhibition. To add 
one voice. to a multitude is a ſmall 
tribute to your talents; but to bear 
teſtimony to your zeal, diligence, and 
punQuality in all thoſe duties of your 
profeſſion, which, though of e uy 
moment, are of leſs notoriety, falls 
firſt to my lot; and if my ſueceſſor 
! ſhall feel theſe offices as 10 nſibly as I 
do, he will acknowledge ſtronger rea- 
bons to eſteem you for the good quali- 
ties orignating with yourſelf, than for 
the brilliant gifts S you Jews 
5 om nature. 4 


= Need in your courſe, ag depend 
* pon a generous Public. it would be 

living to an evil purpoſe indeed, if it 

were for no other purpoſe but to de- 

preſs them we live, with; and your 

f eee! will not fail to ſee how 

much 


DEDICATION. 
much it is their concern to foſter and 


protect a genius, which contributes to 
render their own times and their own 


"oy ſuperior to all others. 


have the honour to be, He. 
Mavan, 


* + Yahhe moſt faithful 1 


moſt obedient Servant, . 
; war i % — 

7 855 RI HARD CUMBERLAND. 
Er e Herd WERE 
London, | Nine 
Dec. 6, 1784. e awd 
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LD rA dock prepares à launch this night, 
| New from the keel, (fair ſpeed The Carmelite ! 
True Britiſh-built, and from the Tregic flip; 


| rere rate ſhip: | 2 
A galant Nat =, 


Knight commands, of ancient fame 
And Norman blood, Saint Valori his name; 
On his main-top the Chriſtian Croſs he bears, 
From Holy Land he comes, and Pagan wars: 
Twenty long years his Lady mourns him dead, 
And bathes with faithful tears a widow'd bed: © 
Our ſcene preſents him ſhip-wreck'd on her coaſt 


No ſign, we hope, our venture will be loft. 


Vet bold the Bard, to mount ambition's wave, 
And launch his wit upon a wat'ry grave ; 
Sharp critic rocks beneath him lie in wait, 
And envious quickſands bar the Muſe's ſtraight ; 
Wild o'er his head DetraRinn's billows break, 
Doubt chills his heart, and terror pales his cheek : 
Hungry and faint, what cordials can he "oy : 
From the cold nymph of the Pierian ſpring 
What ſtores collect from bare Parnaſſus? head, 


> 


Where blooms no vineyard, where no beeves are fed ? 
And great Apollo's laurels, which impart - — 
Fame to his bead, are famine to his heart, 
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Yet on he toils, and eager bends his eyes. 
Where Fame's bright temple glitters to the ſkies. 
Ah, Sirs, *tis eaſy work, to fit on ſhore, 5 
| And tutor him who tugs the lab ring oar : 
Whilft he analt N ocean ſteers, 
Now here, now there, as faſhion's current veers. + 
Rouſe, rouſe for bis protection] you, who fit 
Rang in deep phalanx, arbiters of wit! 
And you aloft there, keep your beacon bright, 
Oh, make our Eddy- ſtone ſhew fotih it Sight; 
So ſhall our Bard ſteer to its friendly blaze, 
And andhor inthe haven of ydur praiſmmmqꝙqe. 
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SAINT VALORI (the Carmelte) Mr. Sura. 
LORD HILDEBRAND, - © Pleas... 
LORD DE COURCI, — 5 Mr. Arcxin, 
MONTGOMERT, — M. KenenLs, 
' GYFFORD, "x his Mr. Pacxes. 


* FITZ-ALLAN, —V— Mr. PrrLLIMORE, 


1 


| RAYMOND, — Mr. Favcerr, 
"MATILDA, the Lady of St. Valor, Mrs. $topons, 


1 — 


Attendants, Ac. 


Titer that of the Repreſentation. 
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A rocky Sbere, ew of 15 Sea, at 0 
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, 4 
5 Is 
FPirz-Al LLA 
Ax 1.7 1 29/4 
ond.” 


5 we wet, Fir- Alen; whaPs. the time of || 
77 


« and Rayon meeting. l 


e134 0 Sd 


| Fir#ALLax, = wa 

- Broad morn by ihe e N nee ag 
933 YAYMOND, 80 1 

TY Sleeps the ſun ye TY a 


Or has he 12 5 phe at bowls ſo r * * 

opa trimm'd lamp, and left us here 95 
To be N v ridden by this 8 of night, 

„N of time” „nat ral courte ? 


. — Firz - 


| 


by — 2 — — 


4 1 Methinks the + winds, 
Which neal'd like elude; thro' Glendarlock's tow'rs, 


_ Have lower'd their note a pitch; the Rr We 


Lifting their miſty curtain in the caſt, 
ns gras the weeping wr." 9 55 
1 


Enter Monro outer beth. . K. | 


N . 


— 


„  Monycomer, 8 4 
| 9 Oh, are you men? 
An! you leſs mercy than "4s winds and an 
t ereyaloo | 

l x; 0514 0G . Ki 5 
Why, what has chanc'd d 
. 
A 2 ee eee 
That jut. from old Dunnoſe's rugged baſe; 
And as the floating fragments drive aſhore, 85 
Our plund'ripg iſlanders (convert theirghearts, - + 
Holy St. Michael!) daſh the drowning wretches 
From the poor wreck they cling ta, and engulph them 
Quick in the boiling waves: Sy Heav'n that made me, 
. cou d forſwear A nature, When I ſee __ 


* 
* 


fo degenerate * ee e mY 
5 RiYirono. | 
4 1 we 3 
Late bebe da e Ne 


| , we: 17 5. 
2 27 M. | now too 
1 bad BP} it "A that 15 loſt? Toy 0 & 1 


The element had mercy, 'man had nous Sick 35 4 

| Two I have fay'd ; th hs 1 Catmehte, : 20» 
Noble the other in his mien'a _ habit ;; nom bool] 
1 left chem in OE outſkirts öf the grove; | 


Let us go forth, my 15 and bring them in: 
n ee Pl Ay 17 5 ep 8 


Nee wer ol 
AE; 111 yd o $11 - ah IG « dh 


4 : 7 
a , *% ; 3 
. , „ 24 15 7 * 8 Writ; 39 ter | 


% 


1 Ae 3 


Enter Lo aD Hiudrsx u and Sanur Vroni. i 


Saint, Vaton.. © 
Boy ap, bord Hildebrand ! there's hope 1 view. 


Et thou yon. turrets, thatp'ertop the wood ? + © +» 


There we may ſhelter from the ſtorm, and men 
More mercileſs than rocks and winds, that wreck'd 
Our ſtrong-ribb' d galley in the foaming forge. | 
Hir. 
I ſee the tow'rs you point at, but I fear _ 
My linibs will fail their burden ere we reach them. 
Let me. lie down beneath theſe oaks and die. 
Sin are, 
If thus you ſhake. with the ſouf's ague, four,” | 
Back to the ſea, and ſeek the death you fled from; 
Make not a coward's grave on'Engliſh ground; 
Your life is ſtak'd, your gauntlet is exchang d, 
Each drop of blood about you 50 is in pledge 
To meet the champion of Saint Valori, 
A lady's cbampiop: in King Henry's liſts: 
There fight; or, if you needs mult die, die . a 
Fall, as a Norman knight ſhou'd fall, in arms. 
. Ht LDEBRAND. 
Father, your; words accord not with your weeds, 
Saur Vator,  -. . 
Dur anceſtors were holy men, and they 7 5 
Ordain'd the combat, as the teſt of . r 
Let them who made the law deſend the lam. 
Our part is to obey it. —Hark 1 who comes? 


The iſlanders will be upon us. Sund 


Enter Frreauuux and 'Ravicoud. | N 25 


„ ;Fara-At ian; TY 

What ho 1 Montgomeri/—the-men aro found, 
: Saint VaLORL + | f 
Inhuman Engliſhmen | 89 Nr | 
Tour bretliren'? We ate Normans TITRE: 


Enter Mon re ont Ris, 


 Monreouenr, 


Ve are men, | 
Let that: fff ; we are no benz 


2 
* 


— 


— 


— 


. THE CARMELITE:. 


l Sanur VaLoai, 
Ti the brave 2008 who fav'd us. 
| 8 Moxroouk nt 5 2 


* 
* 
; 


2 Heavn hath ſav d you, | 

To Heav'n give thanks, O men redeem'd from . 
All elie have periſh'd ! Tb a barbarous coaſt, 
a Saint VatLont. 


How i is your iſland gel? Lare 
- MonTGoMrnar, _ 
ww "The Te of Wight 


SAMT VaLon. 
Alas! that iſle ſo fair ſhould prove fo fatal ! — 
And you our benefaQor, by what name . 
Shall we record * in our prayets ? 
MonTGOMER1. 7 
CD ond ee . I am call d 
' Montgomeri, 3 | | 
;  Saing Vatod:, 
Twill be our grateful alle; | 
| Gonna: Montgomeri, to make' ſuit to rag - 
To blefs, reward, and from diſtreſs like ours % 
ProteQ'ybu ever. 


* 4 


3 MonTcowent. | 
1497 14 4,5 Nov declare thyſelf, . --: = 
And this rol mournful friend, whom grief makes 


Z dumb, 36k wo 


Say who he) Is. | Bris 2 
5 oe Ak HizpranAnD. eee a 
oe $0010 VO ett without a name. 9 
lr r 
A gentleman of Pale he is, 


One who has ſeen good days Tis now no time 
| To tell you further: he has wounds about wy, 
. And b raiſes dealt him on the Craggy beach, 
That cry for charity ,—W hoſe'is that Caſtle ? 

MonTcoMert. oo 

A lady s, - -whom we ſerve, of Norman birth. 90 * 
Saur VALORIs. | 

Then lead us t6 ket ates, for WE are Normans z 

Poor helpleſs men, fainting with want of food 

> Ard over watching: : NW wank and 3 52 as.” | 
253.1 1 : 1871 Ve 


1 4 * * 
=, 
* . = * 4 . % 


* 


A TRAGEDY..,.. 7 

We ftrug pled with the florm : the greedy de * 

Has ſwallows up our ſhip, our friends, our all 

And leſt us to your mercy... Sure your lady, 

Who cwns fo ſaira manſion, owns with 

A heart to give us welcoing,-You are filent.” Ez 
Fir z ALLA Nx * 

To ſave you and ſupply your preſſing wants 

With food and raiment, and what elſe you need, 

We promiſe, nothing doubting : more than this 22 

Sand not within our privilege==no 1 - | | 

Enters her caſtle, | : 


\ 


SU VILOoAI. 
a e this excluſion 5 
What e can ſhe fear fd us > | 1 
; 2 ITZ-A LL AN. | | 
| Ak not a reaſon: 
we 0 not ber orders, but obey them. T 
_ Saixr Varoki. | 
Then lay us dowñ before her caſtle- gates, 
And let us die: inhoſpitable C 
Your roofs ſhall echo with our famiſh'd . 
A Norman ſhe! impoſſible: our wolves . 
Have hearts more pitiful. 2 A 
Nee | 
Your faints in be. 
Your calendar of martyrs does not õ m 1 
A ſoul more pure, « virtue more ſub lige 
Her 850 name will ſtrike defamers dumb. ng? 
Sun, VITon!. 


TR 


* ; 


Men rnzzl. 0 NE: 

Sain Valori. „ 

| \ SAINT ViLoxi. : 
1 857 Uphold me, Hevn * 
The ways of N are full of wonder, 
And all its works are mercy How now, Sir! 
Will you betray yourſelf? what N you thus 51 5 

HilpEBRAN o. 

1 ficken at the heart: let me go he 
And make e a grave. ; 


: o » 4 * 
, * 5 8 ; 8 
0 $ g 4 — A INT 
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a> 
„ 

» * 
* 


is runs CREE Crs 8 
. 12 DOES Su Varon., TR? | * * 
patient: 8 
And bath Jour lady here confum 'd her A 
In penſive ſobtude.? twenty! . 8 
Aid RI '« Widow ? * 45 ie 4. 
. \Monrooweny. rr 
nn Still a mournful widow.- 15 
- Saint VALORI. 


; Hath the fuck — 2 of ber own, and 8. | 1670 


No heart to pity our's ? It cannot be: 1 
III not believe but ſhe will take us in, 5 7 
- And cooler gp poor countrymen. 
4 * | ONTGOMERT : T 
. Ponbid it, Bars” a 
| That misry 7 thus ſhould ea, and no friend ſound 
To ſpeak in its behalf I' move her for 7 
/ Saint VaLoni. HE 
The mother of our Lord reward youf fon it! r 
7 n denen deed. F 
* Frrz-AI IAA. Se L 
Montgomeri, turn: $92 
Hare you your © Koks; the attempt is madnels. 


AVO. ; 


—_ 


Where is the man, native or foreigner, © 
WY nmates 280 1 ever paſt her e . 


ho dares a, a; IP 15 5 5 A 
15 denne nas 1 
ll Montgomeri! 
AYMOND. 


80 dare not I... N | 
1 ira-AlL Ax. 2 i 
* L: ſucceſs and) you 
But der ae dare not — ſo fare wel. 


7 5 1 13 le 
| Alen regt | 
Farewel to both er not dime imay'd etl 
Pi on! N the place w . 81 
— [Exit eee . 
e VE | 
Lord Hildebrand, ſtand not aghalt : you fee 
The TR is confident: look up and livel 2 
ö Hi Los- 


— 


Ee. A *RAGEDS.) oO: 


Hupen. FF 
By my ſouls penitence, I tather 1 1 
Unpitied, ftarv'd,- ahd to her caftle . a = 
Beg queatif my untotmd'd carcaſe, than receive _ - 
Lite from her Hands; the Widow of Saint To | 
That brave Rerdle Champion of the Crofs, 
Whom, from the Holy wats returning dome, 
| Within the togged Pyrentzan paſt 1 4 
Sir Viator, 
No more of that: 1 have your full ebnen; 
You flew Saint Valor *tid'now tis widow 
Provokes you by het champion to defend | 
The rights you ſeiz d, the e ou inherit, | 
And hold by bloody charter. What's your fear? 
Saint Valori's dead ; he cannot fiſe ag, | — 
And beard W m thre As. ö 
2 HirozsN Aub. ZH 25 
Oh, .that he cou dl 5% 
So I were not a mutderer. 6 
©", "Sant A 1 
Grant you ſlew him,  _— 
Twenty Kg years have tausch d the bleeding wound 4 
Of him you flew, and laid his angry gholt. . 3 
Have you not rear'd his ſtately tomb, endow'd . 
The abbey of Saint Valori, and Purciaa 
Perpetual maſſes to reclaim his ſoul 
From purgatory's bondage? Have you faith 
In abſolution's power, and do you doubt 5 
If yet atonement's made? | &: 
ry Hirpazu AND. 


ry 
x 


> -"* 


I do pereeive: 

The k hand of Heawn hangs o'er me and e 
Why am I childleſs elſe? Seven fons ſwept off b: 
To their untimely gra ves; their wretched mother 
By her own hand in raging phrenzy died; 
And laſt behold me here, fotlorn, abandon'd, F, 
At life's aft hour, before her furly 8 

Deaf to my hungry cries: and mall we rank _ 
Such judgments in the caſual courſe of things? 
To me 'tis palpable that beay'nly juſtice ; 
Puts nature bY, and to the * ſum 


% 


1 THE CARMELITE: 


Of my uncancell'd crimes adds all the lives 

Of them who ſunk this morning. 

5 Saint Vatozr. S., 
7 What know'ſt thou, * 
i Blind or 1 man? Shall we deſpond, 

- On whom the light of this deliy'rance ſhines ? 
No, let us boldly follow: there's a voice 
Augurs within me wond'rous things, and new, 
Now on the moment's point: for of a certain 

I know this lad us t wide her gates 

To give us jo ooo fable weeds _ 

Shall turn to * robes, and joy ſhall ring | 
Thro' all her feſtive minfion, where of late 
Deep groans and doleful lamentations howl'd. 
Therefore no more; from my prophetic lips 
Receive Heayv'n's mandate—and behold 'tis here ! 


Enter Pg SR Bag 5 


N Monwreok zl. 
Health to you; hopes, that were but now fo ek! 
Ye ſons of ſadneſs, caſt off your deſpair ; - _ 
Heav'n has vouchſaf d deliverance, and ſends 
Its angel meſſenger i in perfon to you. 
| . Saint VaLok. - © 
f Then let me kneel, - and 885 the heay'nly viſon! _- 
| ben. 


aller the Lady of b Vatoni. - 8 


To him; to him alone, who by the hand 
Leads his unſeeing creatures thro! the vale 

Of ſorrow, to the day-ſpring of their hope, 

Be praiſe and adoration IA poor Monk, [Riſing 
| Who has trod many a weary league, as far _ 
As there. was Chriſtian ground. to carry him 

.- Aﬀes for himſelf, and for this mourntu] man. 
Newly eſcap'd from ſhipwreck, focd and reſt, - 
Warmuth, and the ſhelter of your peaceſul Joie. 


— 


_MaTiLDa. 
Are ye of Normandy ? | ; | 
aint VATLORI. | TAE. 
„„ OUT, We erg of Normandy: 


But. 


— 


IR 4 TRAGEDY.” <2 f 


But were we not your countrymen; diſtreſs 
Like ours wou'd make us ſo. Two of your ſervants 
Spoke harſhly, and had thruſt us from your gates 
But for this charitable Mainz | Re” 
ATILDA. n + 
Alas! 4 
Tama helpleſs l le weman, =p 
A widow, who have loſt—O God ! O God! ! 
AT will turn my brain to ſpeak of what Ive loſt : 
It is amongſt the lighteſt of my griefs . 8” 
That ] have loſt myſelf. = 
SAINT Vitor, 5 
. Hye 
MarirbA. 0 
My un: 
At beſt © key are but. half my own, ſometimes 
I am bereft of all. Therefore I lead  * 
On this lone coaſt a melancholy life, 
And ſhut my gate, but not my charity, 
Againſt the ſtranger. | 
Saint VaLonx. 
Oh, ſupport me, Heaven! 
"Tis ſhe, is ſhe! that woe-tun'd voice is hers ; 
Thoſe eyes, that caſt their pale and waining fires 
With ſuch a melting languor thro my ſoul, _ 
"Thoſe eyes are hers and forrow's—Heart, be ful 


oy * again. 
; Marina. 


You ſhall have food and coatings 1 
PII bring you med' cines for your bruiſed wounds. 
What oe you need declare. 
Saint VaLon. 

| If I ſpeak now, 
She S HN it, it will turn her brain. 
What ſhall I ſay ? We are your countrymen— 
Oh * full bearr! Oh anguith to diſlemble! 
5 MarTiLDa. 1 


ogy if you weep, 3 

Saint ions, LEE WS 
.- "Let us but touch your altar : 

. are the ſole fad * of the wreck, - 


F . 


20 THE CARMELITE: 

Let us but kneel and offer yp one prayer 

For our ſouls Peace, then turn us forth 0 as; 25 
Ma ATILDA. | 

Mercy forbid it ob, approach and enter. 

If you can weep, we. will converſe whole days, 

And ſpeak no other language; we will 4 

Like fountain ſtatues, face to face oppas 

" And each io other tell our. rieſs in e, 


& ® © +=x 


2 had not been thus fri, but that 1 ot 


Lord Hildebrand is ont ſeas: I N 
Tou are not of his friends. DN; 
nn X 
3.58; h to m heart! i 
0 father Carmelite, I muſt hang — — 8 ; 
S INT V L I. 

On "ou Mo peace! . | 
_ be "93 oh Mirko. N ESRD 
3 4 "What wou'd he 1 th 

ks 1 Sunk VALO HI. 
is brain begins to turn 4 take him away. . 
1 pray PRs yd him h hence. | 
_ [Montgomeri leads off Hildebrand, 
5 Marirp a. 6 
Alas ! I pity him. 
Why 420 thot ſtay behind e chat emotion? 
What wou 'dft thou more ? | 
| SAINT VaLont. R g 
1 would! invoke a ting, . 
But hs cb listed ſpirit in the ies 


n be thy tter . bo 
Mart1LDa. 
n f emember, W 

Wen you . with Heav'n, there is a a vretch 

Who ville, glad of any good 209 ded 


Farewel. * 


— 


| | Sainte V ALORI, © 
= | Oh, tell'me, wor 10 5 ou then endur 
Y Tweary long years of 7 widowhood ?. 


; MIT ILD : 5 
a They fog 1 * years it 6 MITES 
& -  Tcaonod 


— 


5 A,TRAGEDY,, 5 


1 cannot ea of time: it may be ſo; 
Vet I ſhou'd think *twas yeſterday. 
e So Saint VaLont.- 


C. 


F "M4 ® 
- — X 
O'S E FER, 
— * 1 ieren ” * = 
You an me! When ? N pf > IBN, 3 ns 
s Pig” . — 


8A VALORL. {v1 


When you did_wed your Lord | 8 


The paragon of all this world you was. | 

| regen gone o'er you, like a which Co” — 

You've heard this voice before. 2 2 
| Mat 1LDA. | 

{F'think:T have: 

It gives. a painful 5 of 8 days: 74 8 

I've heard ſuch voices in niy dreams; Wanne 12 


Convers' d with them all night; but then they told me | 


My ſenſes wander'd.—Pray you, -de not harm me: 
Leave me, good Monk; indeed know you'n not.” 
| _ Sainr VaLon. 
I wore no mnonkiſh-eowl/in'that- gay hour 

When you wore bridal White. Oa Pagan Freund, 
Beneath the banner of the Chriſtian Croſs, 
Faithful I fought ; 1-was God's ſoldier then, 


— 


| Ty now his: *peabeful- ſervant. : A 


| Marina. 1 
PVPVou have eile 
Under the Chriſtian Croſs ou ſhake my 8 
SAN r V Aok t. . 
Peace to- your thoughts! I will no farther move- your! 
n W | 
| Mar iLpa. 5 FS 0 
Stand off 1 fiand off 1 
The alga "Saint Valori is abroad z _ 
Li. 8 ede 1 < mow the m_— N 
iſe, riſe, ye waves! blow from a 4 
And days 5 th' accurſed plank-that Kalte * 
In fathomleſs perdition !—Let him fink, x 
He and his hateful crew let none ofa 
Not one; or if one, let him only brea 
To tell his tale, and die Nn 1 — 
You' ve made me * 


© 


18 Wh 
VEE $8. 4424 Sun 
* 2 — 


9 | * - — 


"OY 


12 THE CAMEL 155 
i | v4 
ES, 1 N FE 1 1 6 
| I Was Saint Valori's friend: 
| He never yet bled. with the battle's wound, 
But I ſhed drop for drop; : when o'er the lands 
Of ſultry Paleſtine with panting heart & 
He march'd, my panting heart with his Kept time, 


And number d BIO for throb. 
| | Mari, . 


| Where are I TED * 
| What ho! Montgomeri ! Lead, lead 1 me hence. 


Enter Men ren RI vai, with Grxronp. 


| Give me thine arm; ; ſupport. me! Oh, tis well. 1 

To horſe, to horſe I have a champion now. 
Whoſe hand, heart, ſoul are mine, and mine are ** 3 
One who- has valour to aſſert my cauſe, 55 
And worth to wear the honours he defends. _ 

\Monroowens; FE is au 92 
b Wbar haf thou n done, ol man? D 
| Gro 18 is N 

| Stay not to queſtion ; 3 

Look to the lady: 1 85 the Monk with me. 


MariIp A. 
Ganges let us hence I do not live without * 
th < [Exit with * | 
EMS | Saint-VaLont, 


= — peak, what kindred, what affection, 
WM What paſſion binds her to that youth 8 me, 
ö Who _ what is ber = 
= . „Grrronp. ES 
3 You are curious, father. 
| Who he may 5 1 . not; what he's was - 
1 well eber. 4 75 
LES IR r Veron bY 
| | 5 What as hein 
| | Genn rei 
Her pa Page 3 / 98 
A wiial thing, en than myſelt. 
Saur VALO AI. 
| Heavens! can it be ? Will ſhe fo far deſcend 
8 rom 


* 


* 


A TRAGEDY. 13 
From her pet name, to wanton with her | page 2 


Saw you the we the 87 him ? 
N * \ 
ee it. 
7 7 63 int Vatort. 71 
It ſeem'd as tho' his eyes had magic in hem, x 
That charm'd away her madneſs.— Hh Cheek 1 
What means that penſive movement Jour F 
0 Anſwer. ! | | 
E7 ' Grvrony. „ ; 
Good Pather; queſtion me fy More, cl 


Fortune can level all things inis world, 
. Pull down the mi jehty ahd'e the mea: | 
| But you and I methinks ha coutliv'd — 4 

Now to the caſtle ! Shut Jeb ears and eyes; | 
Hear "who Wan > but not obſerve. 5 A „ 7 | 


1 


* - 
i 
% 


The lineaments of my moſt hon 


I am no ſpectre, but thy living maſts, 


Of merchants journeying from Venice 


To their own homes they bore me: 
In a Venetian galley l embark'd, 


Our deſtin'd port, a Saracen affail'd 


— 
N = 
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'% G 4 * * 
£ 4 "4, xp 42 r FV reer 
— ws F 1 2 * ; 7 

85 1 F F 21:3 £< ene 

} Gn 21 i * 
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W * * Y« FR 9 ö 

\ WOT, THIEAYD 
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fs" 0212112528 of F adm 

, 1 1 ; 5 1 * 1 3 FA) A") 16 ! 
: * . 

. 10 CEN E I. e 
* = > * % TEES 

4 FAS. 

- 2 3 Sh 
- MxT1LDa's Caſtle. _ 
4 Abort ee 744 

8 it; we | 27 , 294151 12 Val 9 

8 Enie SN. R 1 8 
: Ws — | * 
3 ** 200 * D. Wit 287 0 — 9. 7 | Tits 
D. d , ; wy 1 Fl 


H l onde 
ruf i onful wonder 
dime 


1-1 .:changes time a 
— Miet once-nobſe viſage, I fe 


| ar 4% hear 0 1 
dt guet habit, 
1 have wrought 


Saint VaLlori. 
Awake from this ſurprize, and hea 


Wounded and breathleſs on the groun] — 8 BY. 
Welr ring in blood: th'affaſſins fled an fr me 
There I had ſoon expir d, but that a c 


And charitahly ſaunch'd my Sa . 
ea reſtor'd, 


And ſail'd for Genoa ; but ere we reach's \ 


And maſter'd our weak crew. To tell the ta 
Of my captivity, eſcape, return, 


Would alk more leiſure, and a mind at eaſe 


- GyeeorD. | 
But why does brave-Saint Valon N ; 


A bearded Carmelite ? 


- Saint Vroni. 
py This holy habit 
Thro' a «long evurſe.of _—— Pilgrimage 


T*-3 - Has 
* * 1 


Tas 


Has been my ſaving: paſſport : thus a 


To wap bim to the liſts againſt the champion 5 
Shrunk, = et obey' the ſummons. The thought firuck 


There Henry keeps his court. | | 75 => 


"0 think be e fad he? was my huſband's bind A 
If fo I've been too harſn: reaſon forſook ime, — . 


4 TRAGEDY:! e 1 


- reach'd my native-caſtle, found it Ade 

— the ufurper Hildebrand : with zeal © 
1 burn'd to call my faithful people round me, 
And throw off my diſguiſe; this I had done, 
But trait arriv'd a herald from King He | 


Of my ſuppoſed wido w): the pale coward 
To join \ Metals and in my cke s preſence, 


At the laſt trumper's ſignal to come — Ti 
Before the King, th lords, and armed knights, 


And ſtrike confuſion to the caitiff's foul. — [FI 
The reſt needs no relation. 2925 E 


S GyeronD. 
Tis reſolvd © 
Ted for Southampton we depart 3 3 


Ba INT V auots, 
Why then, to-morrow - 

Truth and the U morning , Fin ſhall rife together, 
And this black night of doubt ſhall be diſpell'd: 
Till then lock fa by my ſecret in thy heart, 
And know me for none other than I ſeem. _ 
Lo, where they come! Yet, yet I will be patient: 
Time 9 n all things . witheraw, 


[E xeunt. | 


2 
25 . 


5 
* 
1 meer ĩůĩ——— j ů yn to 


— — — 


Eu Marins. and Mowroomzns, | , 
nee E * * „. | 


For he did ſpeak of things that rent my hegrt : 
But let that 3 thou obſerve; Mob 
MonTcoMeRi, - / 
With fr d ae and devoted heart 
I hear, and note 7723 Kier | 
wy iy arma. | 
| - #13! f Lem calm, 
8 a” 2 | Thou | 


— 
„ 
— —— — — —³ . 2 
- 
. - 5 
> HS 4 4+ > a = —= 


— 
— 


—— — 
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Thou ſeeſt Lam, and not about to ſpeak, | 

As ſometimes, when my thoughts obey no 8 . 

Therefore I pray thee mark - IHhou muſt have noted. 
With whet a tenderneſs Ive train'd thee up 

From helpleſs infancy æ0 Doming . 5 


r toe UN wy 
EN „ene 4: ph rn © V 
5 : * 1 wens moſt vile | 
Did1 3 5 2 
5 75 an a, it 
© e dpd ett 2 


For from thes moment of thy birth till nom 
Pre nursd thy opening virtues, mark 'd their growth, 
And gloried in the fruit of my adoption: 
Ive register d each movemept of thy . 
And find it tun'd to hotour's loftieſt pitch, 
To ſoft affection inodell'd, and to love, 
The harmony of nature; my beſt hopes 
Are ſatisfied, and thou art all. I pray'd for. \ 
Mon TGOMERI. . 
What thou haſt made me that I truly am 
Ard will ry 5. rotl hands, head, heart are yours. 
„ Martina 74-4 : 
The day is coming on, the enden #14 
(After a night of twice ten tedious years 
At length is coming on: juſtice is granted 
I go to Henry's court Lord Hildebrand 
Is ſummon d to the liſts : and where's the man 
0 kyenge the widow's cauſe 7 
5 SRI MoxTo&oms: nr. LE gl 
Bj ANY Where is the man! 
And can you want a champion Have 1 . 
The creature of Lee care, oy 5 = 6905; child 
Of your adopting charity, the R 
Yo RS bounty faſhion'd from theduſt © | o 


0 n and does my heart 
1 — one of blood tha is not your” 85 | 
One artery that does not beat for. eur ty, 
MarT1LDa.:/ | . 
jd Know, then, I have a, champion, noble, eve, 
">; TOO of the great Saint Valori, my ſon. 1 
3 '\ 8 Monr- 


ww 
Ls 


* 


A TARA GEDY. 4 <4 


\MonT&omt kr. 1 e 


What do Wore ? thy ſon—=——Where FER be led, 
That I have never ſeen him? never known” + * 
There was a\living hero of the name? 2 Vow 
Qh, tell ine where he is, that I may fly e 


To do bim faithful ſervice, on my knen 
Brace * his glittering armour; bear his ſhield, | 
The nose badge of his nobility, fs, 

And = with triumph when his conquiing bord 
Cleaves the aſſaſſin's creſt Oh fend me ns, 
To hail his e or ſhare his fallßn 


hos ee | 
Thou art wy fon; DRIES S By * is 
d. * Mowreoupr,” (rug 4 
letetſaf God! all 
Marmbe e 


Thou art my ſon; for thee alone ue He. 88 
For thee I have ſurviv'd a mufderd huſband ;. 
For the. but t Wend breikthy filial heart 

To hear what I have ſuffer d.; 83 ſeind . 
And many time (ſweet Joſus interetcdee - - * 
For 1 was not wyfelft) 5s, muny'a dime Fe: * 2 
In my ſoul's anguiſh, wir my Dane 
Rais 'd for the ſtroke of death, a thought, a glaube 
Of thee, my child, has ſmote my harterd 8 © 


And ftopt th' impendingblow. 8 © 
cet wer, 1 
8 Oh 'thy 
Spare me : the Btead defcription ! © | 
Mar ILD a.. 0 
Thou WA ws 


„ : 


Thy mother 8 guardian angel : ſurious once, Wh 
In the mind's fever, to Gleadarleck's ro. 
Mad'ning 1 ruſh'd ; there from the giddy edge 
Of the projecting — — below, _ FEED 
Meaſuring the ſearful ſeap, I caſt my eye: 
Thy cherub form mee it; my child 
Upon the pavement underneath my ſeet 
Sported with infant playfulueſs; my blood 
Drove back upon my heart; fulpended,.. 
1 bung in air, with outſtretek'd arms 1 fe 777 ä 
n | 


+ - DC — . 


22. „„ 79 OI en ——_ 
T2 K _ 
— — 


a> » 7 
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— — - 
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I ſhrunk, recoil'd, _ ſtarted into reaſon... 

-  MonTcomert © 
Oh terrible to thought ! Oh pictur'd horror . 
MN pierces to * brain; there's madneſs in it. 


MATIL DI. rw de 
Ves. 7 Mes had 0 ettufn d thy 3 brain: | 


TRA been mad, my ſon; and oftentimes 7 
find, alas ! all is not yet compos d. 


— Sound, and at peace: it takes à world of time | 6 45 


To heal the wounds of reaſon; even now, 


When 1 would fain relate my life's ſad ſtory, * 
1 cannot ; FAge M) my ſcatter'd thoughts in order 


Jo tell it as I ſhould.—! pray thee e me z 
Vit do my beſt to recolleQ_mylclf, 

* * fe har 's F 
44) | MonT6oM TO 10 
Oh, chou W ſofineſs ! hear thy ſon, | - |. 
Thus kneeling, bathing with his tears thy feet, 
Swear to caſt off each-tond alluring thought, 


The world, its honours, pleaſures, and Auabitian a 


Here in this ſolitude to live with thee," $ 
To thee alone devoted! N 

| MariLÞa, e 

Wo, mi a: 
Tho' i in this ſolitude 1 have Leonce thee, 
Evn from thyſelf conceal'd thee, to evade 
A fell uſurper's ſearch, and ſtemm'd the do 
Ol nature, guſhing to a mothet's heart; 
Still I have done at in the ſacred hape 


Of ſome auſpicious hour, when I mig ſhew de 


Bright as Lok father s fam. F 
Mon TOUR. n 
Ion the a 
And know how warchſully this hungry vulture 
Has hover'd o'er thee on his felon Wings. 


5 54 1 can ſolve this ſolitude around us, hs | 


as built thine airey in this crag, 
i: of Ns care cancent's. thy. young.. 


5 


4 7 * 
þ pe : — * 


Patient! Ob, 8 aller! 


1 the dreadful deed; thy fate pre vail' d, 
Nature fle up, and puſh d me from the brink— 


$ ©, 


- ag A" wget "Mario. 


EE. "A RIGEDY.! 8 
3. 7444 97] Mido 487 . ** biet 4 
Adds day, 5 5 Pens) ror PR ſecret © | 

Diſcovery now wou'd but diſturb the beuge 
From its ſobriety, and mar the tie dor 1 
Of awful preparation Paſs to-morrow! FOE as e 
(Oh, all ye faints and angels, make it happy !) 

Then, if thou com'ſt a iving'conqueror home, 

This roof, that ſtill has'echoed to my groans, ; 
Vari ring with triumph to Saint Vator's name $93,021 A 5 
ut — N * IAC Bär bid 9014. 4 

„Meer e 2 * 2100 2218 Dir 
 Avyert the fad, ill-omen'd word! | 
Thou ſhak not name it:? my great father's ſpirit. 
Swells in my boſom. When my falchion mm 
When the red Croſs darts terror from iny thield, 
The coward's heart thall qual, and Heavens own 
arm 
Ere mine can firike, gell lay the nijrdeter low, MPT 5 
„ 2 MATILDA; 24007 (2 POOR! 
Thy father tits within thee © hark! meikinks - 
J hear the ſkricks of his unburied ghoſt, - | 
Screaming for vengeance =Oh, ſupport, defend we]; 
See where: he gleams, be burſts upon. my . | 
"Tis he! tis he kT claſp bim to nty heft; 
_ My hero! my Saint Valotit wy bulband! Y ana] 5.0 
$0 413.495 of Farid y erer, | 


2994 „ tt 22599 03,7; Ft Fr 1123 420 


—— 


Enter Grorony meth Hari. ö 
| Gyrfouo: 1 ee al 
Huſband! oh fatal word! undone borererl. G —dł— 
Marit. r F247 tO 5 F 
I will array — in a ſacred ſuit, . 
The very armour anyigaint Valoril wren 
When in the ſingle combat he unborsd = 
And flew the Lord Fitz<Ofborn:'* Ow that helm | 
High-phum'd victory again ſhall ſtandd Eu, | 
Ant clap ber wings exulting; from that ſhield © by 
Vengeance with-gorgon terrors ſhall oo forth, © 
Aw ully frowning.- Hah! what man artthos I $4 
201FT2 | > Lewin ehen 


2 . 8 reed, 
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- — 
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2» THE CARMELITE 
5 —_ ww, would'ft thau? 1 ** intru- 
| 11 1 65 I Gag tet. | 
YFFORD. 
A BET meſſenger from Ne court 
5 Ages dne * 
! 1 ett « 1 1 ArHnA. 
OM e ene Gy 955 7 | 
n 
A runner of bis, train, whoſe utmoſt ſpeed bY | 
Scarce diſtanc d him an hour, 1 is now arriv'd, ____ 
And Ne this mn ki, Wench bfc7 
ATILD/ 4.5 a 
1100 Did. you not enquire ict} 
His maſters name and title? . as yon offer 
LI 0 646 £7 „Brerotg. ART 2 Ne 1! 294 
24904 rw bus e De Courci, 109 21 T 
8 . 
A generoge n 10 t noble lord be i: 
Our Normandy, boaſts not a,wprphier baron, 3 
Nor one affiane:d. :o oh houſe more kindly... . . 
9 to «lid bim ee 9 


Ye, to geftrugicn, for erz Way, ihqu lea. X 
| Huſband !—her buſhand.! ber Saint Vatori! | py 
It cannat.be.—Wirhout' dy LAT: s rites | 
Wed him ſhe could not ; to conceal thoſe rites, 
And wed by ſtealth, is here impoſſible. 

What muſt 1 think ? Fhat he is yet her huſband 
In meditation only, not in form. | 

- Embracing too Oh mortal tab to honour! ._ 
O ſhame; me, ſhame | 4hat I ſhou'd live to ay if, 


. Selur Vivo xl baſtip.. 
* ene A 
Wat haſt hos ſeen? My mind is on the racks 
Thou'ſt been in conference with thy lady; ſpeak — 45 
If thou haſt aught Wen d that e e 
25 Deere e 1 1 . 
. Srrrono- 


a TRAGEDY. * 


* Gyyrond, 


Hard tafle you eien: 


Wou'd ber e in my grave, than living 15 Re = 


To.utter what Te ſeen 
Saint. VaORI. 


Nay, no evaſion. | 


#GyYrroRD. 


* 


For the world's worth j would not with my knowledge 


Add or diminiſh of the truth one tittle. 


-SainT VaLort: 
Gyfford, as thou ſhalt render u up the 
To the great Judge of hearts, ia 
Of my unhappy wife; nor more nor 
Give me the proof unvarniſh'd,. 
Lr FORD. 


1 furpriz'd 


I * 
''F 
\ Wiz” 


truth . 


leſs, 


Her and Montgomeri Taart to.heart 1 
Saixr- Valk i- 
Death! Heart to heatt embracing n Woman! 


GyrerorD. 


Fond and erftrane'd within his arms ſhe lay ; 1 

Then with uplifted rapturous eyes exclaim'd, * 

„My hero! my Saint Valori ! my hulband- mo 
SANT VATLORI. 


Huſband ! reflect. — Art ſure ſhe call d bim Wand! ! 


JYPFORD. 


If there be faith f in man, I've ſpoke the ruth. 


Saint VXLokt. 
Why then the truth is out, and nt is 
"2 have no hore to alk. 
5 © Geyyono, | 1 


FRY 


1 


Hear me with favour ; "F 


I' not abuſe the Reese of old age 
And faithful ſervice with too many words. 2 


0 SAlNr VaLoi. 


What canſt thou tell me? I have 1155 within | 


That is my monitor: not unprepar'd_ 


I meet this fatal ſtroke, nor with revilings . 
Or impious curſes (be my witneſs, Gyfford ) 


Do I profane Heav'n's ear, tho' hard 
This bitter viſitation of its wrath. 


RE ed, 


and priful 


y what thou know' t "3 


ik 


\ 


* THE CARMELITE: 


vt Gyeronp.. 
7 Tho! to the FS conviQion of my-ſenſes 
1 faw and heard what I have now reported. 
Yet, circumſtances weigh'd, I muſt beter; yt, 
As 25 ſhe is not wedded. | ns 
- SAINT Vauon. 
| : Fahl nat wedded ? 
Periſh the man who dates to breathe a doubt e 
Of her unſpotted chaſtity: not wedded ! = 
Vet heart to heart embracing !. dreadful — 180 
Death in his direſt ſhape approach me aber. 
Than, that diſhoneſt doubt ! 
. Svrxro Ap. -- 
112 57 Wou'd I had died = 
be 1 ad ſeen this day! Bl, 
Veen, 


SAINT 
| - -*_, Wretch that I am, 
. Why « was 1 ſnatch'd. from laughter? why deliver'd 
From barbarous infidels ? why, when overwhelar'd 
And ſinking in th” oblivious deep, preferv'd, _ 
_ Waſh'd like a floating fragment to the ore, | 
Sav'd, nouriſh'd, raniom? oF by the very band 7 
That cuts my heart aſunder ;, ſet in r 
Of all my foul held dear; and now, ev'n now: 
As Lreach forth my band to ſeine the e 
be reſting-place and heaven of my hope, N 
er in a moment back, and loſt for ever 8 
| Gyrroxp. g 
Such is FR will of Heaven ! For me, thus old. 
And blighted with misfortune, ' I've-no ſtrength, 
No root to bear againſt this ſecond form; | 
There, where 1 fall, I'd make my ſelf a grave. 297% 
| S$arxT VaLloRL . - 
No more of this: you've heard my laſt complaint; 
For I muſt ſoon 2 ut off theſe monkiſh weeds, 
And what a conſecrated knight ſhould do, 8 
| Fitting the croſs he wears, that muſt be done.— 
{ How ſtands your Pe for to ak CONE EIN 
| Wl hen ay 
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'A TRAGED | © TS: * 
xx ron. 4 
| BP _ ſhe will; for at; | 
The Lord De Couch from Kin 17 ſent, Fa G7 494-4 "08 
Bears courtly ſalutation to — * 16699 RIAA” +] 
with formal ſummons to her — HW 1 3 al bak > 
Saint Valor. 5, 
If it be that De Courci who was once | _ 
My youth's companion, and my. boſom. friend, 
A more accompliſhed knight ne'er carried arm: 
His coming is moſt timely.— Tell me, Gyfford, 
Remembereſt thou the armour which I wore 3 
When in the lifts I combated F itz-Oſborn hs | 46 
I gave it to my wife. 8 
GvrrorD. > 
| Tab 
SainT VILORI. 
And hath ſhe kept i it, think'ſt thou ? 
GyryosD. 
She hath kept i iz. 
| Saur VALORI. 
Tis wel for that's the ſuit, the very pron 
Which | muſt wear to-morrow. - 
Gr FORD. | 
Ah, my Lord Ft; 
She hath beſtow'd that at̃mour on ber champion; 
And young Montgomeri with to- morrow's dawn 
Starts, like another Phaeton, array'd _ | 
In ſubſtituted ſplendor : on his arm 2 
10 bears the ſhield of great St. Valori, 8 9 54 
8 olden branch of palm, with this device, „ 
nother, and the ſame l“ — Twill be a pageant 
Glitering. as vanity and love can make it. 
Saint VALORAI. 
Mournful as death My armour will ſhe take? 


My ſhield, my banners, to array her champion? 


Let them beware how they divide the ſpoil | 
Before the lion's kilbd. Oh, fall of virtue! 
Oh, all ye matron powers of modeſty! | | 
How | time's revolving 1 e wears down the ea — 
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Of fharp affliction ! Widows fableiweeds 
Soon turn to grey; drop à few tears upon them, © + 
And duſky grey is blanch d t bridal white: 
| Then comes the ſun,. ſhines tho the dritaling :ſhow'r, 
And the gay rainbow glows in all its colouπ s. 


% 1 F 
+ - 
* * 
Y Us 
F "A 
* * 
FY - N 
a 4 We. - 
x * , * 
| 2 F 
* - Or — — 
* 2 
” 
a > 
« * 
. N * » 
1 , 3 
. - % : { ie: : = 
W vt $4 * £7» 4 5 a& #+ »# 4 £ . , 
x 
* 1 — 
— , „ A. 
, —_— 
* * p ; 
: AW 
* 1 - 
uf E. 1 : 
6 r. 4 1 { 
7 — 5 Y : / 
” 2 9 F *y EY 7 
- p * 914 . 
4 — - 1 
: 7 $ N 4 | 
* - e 4 a. 
Aa” * ”" I. x 
Exp or Tas Sxcond Act 
4 ” e Os * PR — Of 
= 4 \ 
/ 2 2 5 \ 
# {1 , £ F > 4.4 '2x* 
3 y 1 * : 
— , E c \ 
7 
; P ſ 4 F834 g N 0 
* FT =— « * , 0 N 
* | 
4. 
1 127 * . Cx 1 7 
8 - * ” - % * T- FP & * 
% — 9 
1 24 i | 
- * Py & : l 1 5 
* * / 
* 1. + 
* - 
_ s - 
1 — - = 'Fh 
x * 7 
75 1 8 7 : 7 Mo 9 'F 
PF 
. ol 
* 1 $ F 
, | x ' 
> + 7 i *. 1 
— * 
340% 10 12 4 
= k 
— p 1 " 14 
14 Fl Fi : 6 
5 Z o * * * 
LV . 0 
5 
* 17 F - : "0 , * 8 
— 9 
1 1 1 42 
0 % . 3 = \t * + 5 # 
RINA Th * 1 — ; _ JF 
. — pq 4 0 
— gu 
. [| * 7 * 
- 0 * a 3 — 
E "Ti p 5 of - . 1e 
, — * % 
* as * 
Pl — 1 4 y 
F ha” » 1 * 7 
8 o - ö 
oO 7 * 0 4 | „ ? ; 
: x * 4s , * 
i . b * 
1. 5 7 4 1 7 
! 4 4 : 4 F 1 
N * $ "Y — / 44 
ö 
| N ? 


* . 
” . - % — 5 
+ MI TRGSED SL 1! 2 
* ; . | * EC * * 1 * 5 * * 
F e * 
L458 4 1 14 9 
11 144 122 * 1 1 


* X F ph 1 ” - Od LY 
«TY SS , F= 1280. ws >; bs PEAS +1 


Goh Jokes 8 


" 


SCENE 1 


ue 


A Apartment in Marina) 's can.. | . 


Enter Lord Here aup and Saint VaTo RI. ep 


| 91 Hubs zan b. «hi 8 
H, father Carmelite | where haſt thou . | 
Was it well done to leave thy er. frend 
Jo be devour'd by heart-confuming anguiſh 7 ns 
SANT Vaxoai. | I 
1 left you to Nee t enn 
5 Hupen, „ „„ 
IIxknow it not: | 
Sleep is my horrors; then the furies xiſe; 
Then pale Saint Valori appears before me ; 
Trembling I wake, cold damps bedew my limbs, 
And my couch floats with tears Is this repoſe ? 
SAINT VALORL 
Noz yet it moves.my wonder why your conſcience, 
Mute for ſo many years, ſhou'd on the: ſudden 
Break into voice and cry ſo loud againſt you.— 
J found you lull'd in a luxurious: Caim 
Feaſting upon the ſpoils of him you: fab; W 1 ©, 
Your caſtle flow'd with revelry pry, ea at ARE 
And you the loudeſt of the ſons of rot: © og e 
Where was your conſcience then? | 4 
HilLDEBRAND, 
With you i came z 
Vou are the faber of my ſoul's repentance : 5 
Vour faſcinatin eye pervades u breaſt; ; 
Conſcious, abaih'd,- uncayer'dits the heart, 299, | 
T ftand before you-—to your eat canſdde ': + i 
Thiogs ay to man. ad, as I ſee you, 
SYN. Tho' 


4 / 1. 
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86 Tar CARMELITE: | . 


Tho in xcligion's peaceful garment cloath'd, 
Saint Valoti methinks appears before me, 
Dreadful in arms, and braves me to the liſts. 
04 Sant VAILOGNI. WP 
© Take. food and reft, recruit your bod ſtrength, 
And you 'n forget theſe fears. 
Tet : e Roo 
I' die with famipe 
Before Ill eat the 8 580 155 
Of her L made a widow and forleep, : 
I tell thee once again ſleep is my horror. 
Methought but now by ſhipwreck I was plung'd d 
Into the foatning ocean ; on the ſhore 
Your figure ſtood with beck' ning hand outſtretc hd 
To ſnatch me from the waves; cheer'd with the 5 
Thro' the white ſurf I ſtruggled; wich ſtrong arm 
You rais'd me from the gulph; joyful Iran 
T' embrace my kind preſerver—when at once 
Off tell your habit, bright in arms you ſtood, 
And with a voice of thunder cried aloud, 
% Villain, avaunt l I am Saint Valori EET 
Then puſh'd me from the cliff: down, down Fell, 
Fathoms on fathoms deep, and funk for ever ! a 


| "SAINT: VaLont., 5 bt 
| This was your dre, | a u cer eat 540 
J h "ridavx ini; 
Now- hear my waking terrors— | 
Rous'd ws, this dream! ſtarted ; to the wal} Wm h 


Furious I ruſh'd; to daſh my deſperate brain 
Burſt with the force, 2 ſeeret door. fle w open, RG 
Where full in view a lighted akar Blas ed 
With holy tapes bright; around it hung He 5 
The funeral irophies of Saint Valeri: 
Red gleam'd the banner of the bloody Croſs, 2 
And on a tablet underneath was written, b 
Pray for the peace of his departed ſoul !” 
_ Upon my knees I dropt, and would have pray'd, - 
When "a behold the Lady Widow enter d, CER 
Led by the generous youth Who fav d bur lives; 3 
6. T roſe, made low {perm and reti d. r 
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SAN T- VALO. 
You len chem there — did all this paſs in lence 15 
HizpEBRAND. et) | 
All; not a word-was ſpoken. bg ! Y (3-- 
»; - SAINT Veil, +11 262, 
Did you note A | 
Her look, ber ation ? how did the diſmiſs norte 
Abroptly, eagerly ? ?)? 
n 
With matron grace. 5 
Her aud thus gently waving, ſhe dilwiGde | 
The other hand moſt lovingly was bernd e 
In his on whom! ſhe lean d. e : os 
; | SAINT Ven 1:13 £8707? Iv 9 
. No more of this. 
Hark! you are mod —rouſe from this def ir; 
Shake off your lethargy. 2 
Hiro BRAND. 265 : 
What trumper's that 28 
SAINT VALO RI. 
To you. or r to your challenger; the laſt: 
Death ſounds the knell, and juſtice ſeals the doom. 13 
Hilo BRAND. l 
My foul ſinks down abaſſrd: l cannot fight "if 0 
What wou'd you more 7 l have confeſt the n 75 
SAINT VALORI. 
You have confeſt you know not what: retire ! 
Go to you chamber ;- I will quickly follow, R 
And bring you comfort—Nay, make no reply... 
The time is labouring, wond'rous things and new _ 4 
Preſs to the birth ; =P TO to meet them. 


1 een 1 


Enter Mariza and he Demefticks De Couger and 

Vi Train. ; 

| MaT1iD4, : 9 r&b 

My noble Lord, thrice. welcome you are come 

To glad the mourner's heart, and ol EPs 
Make her dent rnb rich. Lg Is 
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28 THE CARMELITE: 
5 IE Da Covnxct, AS. TIE | 
Pg $474.41 £40, 5: Met noble Lady. 
Henry of Normandy the'kingly heir : 
Of England's mighty conqueror, of bis grace 
And princely courteſy, by me his ſervant, _ 
As a moſt loving father, kindly greets you. . 
Which ſalutation paſt, I am to move ou ] 
Upon, the matter of your ſuit afreſh, 
Its weight and circumſtance: how many years 
It hath been let to ſleep; what forfeiture 
And high default you ſtand in, ſhould it fail: 
Conjuring you, as fits @ Chriſtian king. 
By the lov'd memory of your honour'd Lord 
Who now hath tenanted the ſilent grave 
Theſe twenty years and more, not to proceed 
In this high matter on ſurmiſe, or charge 
Of doubtſul. circumſtance; the crime alledg'd 
Being ſo henious, the appeal fo bleedy, 
And he whom you attaint fo brave and noble. 
OT TE er ' MarriDa, 
I know, my Lord, in property the law © 
Can plead preſeription and the time's delay; | 
But juſtice, in an inquiſition made for blood, 8 
With retroſpective eye thro ages paſt 
Moves her on pace, nor hears the laws demur.- | 
Why I have left this murder ſleep thus long, 
Neceſſity and not my will, muſt anſwer. , 
The conquerer William, and his furious ſon, 
With iron hand upheld th' oppreflor's power, 
And ſtopt their ears againſt che widow's cties. 
In paintub filence brooding oer my grief, 
On this lone rock, upon the ocean's brink, 
e after year I languiſh'd, ms my dreams hy 
onve oft with thadow s and horrors, 
That a0 me into e my Lord! 
Bear with my weakneſs : pray regard me not; 
l have a remedy at hand my tears. [weeps. 
5 og bg 4; De Courct. ay 5 TY} 
Sad reli& of the braveft, beſt of men, 9 5 
Lell not thy griefs to me, nor let my words 
(Which by commiſſion not of choice, I ſpeak) a FN 
1 n FE Shake 


4 TRAGEDY. 


Rr 
Shake pern purpoſe, ; for on England's throne 
No ant fits,. deaf. 10, the ae $6.2 
But Heav'n's vicegerent, wetcifyl and juſt. 

If ſtedfaſt thou art fix d in thy appeal, 
Stedfaſt in . is thy ſovereign too. 


Bring fort y knight a pellant, ſor the Its 1 
Expe& him, abd 1 eav'n Tk the right! 1 
Mar. 

Thanks to thx roya al lender! on 'my knee 

offer prayers to Heaven for length of days, 
And bleſſings ſhower'd on his anointed head. 
Now, gallant Lord, you ſhall behold;my n f 
My ſhepherd boy, who, like the ſon of a gi 
Unſkill'a in arms, muſt Fe this Phibſkine. 
PRE come nd 


"uy 63} 3% 
vs cp p 25 | 


e YT EN yo bogs 
5 ITY " Mariiha. 12 5 
This is „nig 1 I eruſt not in ibe firergth | 
Of morta mas, "Heav's will uphold my cauſe. 
And to a murgerer's;heart, will guide the Mes dh 
Tho' an re hand. W PPE 
50 D Counct.. r „ 
Of e. 8 7 135 
"Muſt I report him i 2 In the royal lifls, . PT 
Againſt ſo proud a name as Hildebrand, _ an fo tg 
The warlike forms of knighthocd oY _—_ 
That noble ſhall e oppos d. ere PEE 


ATI ER, r 
Not unprepar 41 half attend dhe liſts 15 e 
And at my ſovereign's feet gr e . 8 
Which 5 forms Da Gaps | 
1 4 QURCL.. Poa 3 2 Ren ed 
| 5 "Fon lg he pet, 
If you fall 3 | b 


"IN pt | Mins.” - "The: "=y NET 8774-4 
* 


7 2 


. . Aol 
| e 3,00 28, 0 red A 8 
> ' - g > 3.45 + | , 
* - * D 4 
« . " £* 2 % * * 
* f 3 Le, I 17 ? « 4s #* 3 4 TT EE &ASRT va wWOYS N 
| LF" 
; 8 - 
1 


ws * $ * . \ 


— 


% EK. censi ire, 1 


1 1 OY, \ 
3 22 Dr Cobac ie. 

Where nes you «favs ? What Lg! have you is? 4 

FE © MonTcomegri.. 

Few A e have been the ßelds, 

Where I haye fought.—l ſerv'd a ſinkin den | 

Robert of Normandy was ey lege Lor 1 

"oy Fam Norman born.” . 


bY, DE: Cov net, F EF af 
2 e Have you! been train'd” 7 * 
In tournaments'? | : . * . a 
1 "Morroouens. . 
> I never ae SOON 
Nor en !. 4 Py but in his heart n 
| hed add r 2238 te 


D Cavnci” $18.09 Jig 1 innen. 
| b Ar. 'Noble Lady, 9.7 
I wou'd | 19 ſornething of + Aa 
To your more private STOR | 
irn OTTTY | Midi f F 
| 15193 1057 jy! all withdraw : [they . 
Leise us And now, my Lord and hopour'd gueſt, 
Impart your. noble thoughts; for ſuro am Fa 
None others can be native of a ſoul, 5 . 
Where courteſy and valour'bre eufhrio'd, 3 5 . 
As in a holy altar, under guard F be 
Of confecrated d keepers—thoreſote ſpeak... 
| DE Covnci.. .. 5 T JM 
Let 3 oo me, when I wrong © 2 18 
A confidence ſo generous l —Heaw'n beſtow'd 3 
One friend,” the pride and bleſſing of my life: | 
Heav'n, - when you! loſt a ben a me ao : BW 
Took thitFone friend away, and d. bir . i 
n Tg heart beſide 9 8 8 5 A 
| ; e Te] IN- 0. s Ta #79 
3 rh my ord- pl ont © ANV. 
We both =, cauſe to 10 lh I remember 
The day he parted for the Holy Wars, 
His manly boſom ſtruggling to repreſs 


. Gin: JT 
#3 kind 3 bh 3 Y - 


Its burſtiog paſſion, in thole racking moments, „„ 
When ſtern religion rent him from my arms, ; 


* Friendſhip 


woe the, 3 in his capacious ſoul 


A TRAGEDY: 55 


Prignddhip had part==you ſhar dit with Matilda. 
Need 1. proceed! ah, no] ſor you was preſent, 
Lou took him from me, on your neck he fel 


1 partes; ſunk, and never ſaw him more. HE ell 54nd 
zCovaica | 

5 "Twas in thoſe e moments be committed 

A facred charge, the, very teſt of tnendſhip, - bhp 3 _ 

Your ſoft unſheltered beauty, io my care. 4 KN 

I ſerv'd, conſol d you, lov'd you as 2 brother 5 fy 


But ſoon Saint Valori call'd me froni my chanze, 121. 
For war and ſickneſs had conſuin'd our hoſt, 


And Paleſtine was drench'd with Chriſtian 1 _ oy | 


We fought, we conquer'd, and from Pagan hands 

| -Reſcued the an and now command 
My zealous ne you are its miſtreſs fill. 

| MATILDA. I | 

There needs oo this, my Lord; for J can d 


— 


Your zeal without a preface: Keel enen 


As a friend Won d, and plainly, ſpeak your thoughts, "I by. 


__ Dg.Courc4.. 
When —— of this combat reach d my . 


Without delay I ſent a truſty page. DTT; 
Offering myſelf as your devoted knig he "I, N 1 99 ef 


He brought for anſwer, that you Hs a champion, 
You thank'd me for my offer gold repulſe _ 
Temper'd in courteous phraſe! ſtill I ſwbdwitted. 

In filence; as became me; to your W 25 (det 5 
. oon oy n de a: 


CE TE 85 - 7 
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ATLLDA. 3 nei 


And now. you | Bad: bim 1 
A ſtripling youth 1 in arms a novice, 
And you condemn bt i theſe Are your thoughts 

EI COURGLs; {14 3: 71913 677 


1 do . it. Ws Fo refleQivg\ time 1. Ech 6 


Think not, becauſe nature bb caſt a hows. 


'Or hurl the wreſtler in the ſhouting. ring. 
That you have train'd a champion to encounter 
A combatant ſo practis d in che liſts, 


W 4 


11 Tore in Subs eee . 1 To 


MariLoa, 


— 
75 
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In fair proportion, ſtrung his youthſul joints = cf 
„With nerves that bear n bounding to Rakes: I 


Try. 
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MariLDa.--' 5 
What I bane dons I've done: your l 17 Lord, * 
May ſtart new terrors for my heros danger, 
Shake me with new alarms, but change it cannot. 
| De Covacn. 
Turn not: away, but ſtill with patience hear me. as,” 
Think whatyou-are, great in yourſelf, yet greater 
As brave Saint Valori's widow : Oh preſervre 
That name untainted; hear what bonour counſels: 3 
Truth makes me bold, your danger is my e 
Marko. 
You as my buſband's friend; J own your pls. 
Lo! Aber 2 6 : Proceed. 5 
Co un. 2 
| Pen this friend FLY 
Tam your 14 and as ſuch | warn you PO 
Againſt a deed ſo fatal, that ihe Reel N 
Of Hildebrand gave not a. ſtab more won 5 
To life Than this to ſame. een 2008 0 Ser 
| Mero. a 
ld, my Lord: 
You riſe too fat u n. me, and — 64's 
Too ſtrongly on fo weak a diſ t ei, 
| 80 much t ek for reafen a8 Lam. Td wrt. 
Lbs Du-Qovari, e AYE, 
May 1 2 EE Tay eee 
Whom you thus dignify t this page, this uey, 
The — topmoſt pitch of-whoſe promotion 
Had been to touch the e of Saint Valori? : 
'MaTiLDaA, ; 
| What is — you queſtion me too ne 
Eil anſwer vo the King; but tog friend 
Who treats me with ſuſpicion, I Am ſtent. „ 
You bid me call to mewgry what Ie 2. 
I hope, when thus you ſchool me, you yourſelf 
In your own predepts need no tmonitor., v7 . 
I think Lam as humble as I ſhoud be 
ſuch hard corre hon. I acknowledge 
1 powerful duties: 10 a huſband one, 5 
_ ert and ſtrongeſt; to yourtelf the net, 
As my 10 aan 3 but L oppoſe Nn og 
nr 85 e 


* 
\ 
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The tyranny of friendſhip, which would tamp 
Diſhonour on the worthy, and forbid 
My free affections to direct their choice . + 
Where nature warrants, ane -foul en (ts 
xit. 
Dz Cow nr e 6 
Why then there's no perfection in che . 
Or J had found it here. Farewell to . N 
So much for tears! tho twenty years't ith F 
They wear no channels in a widow's cheeks 
And till the ambuſh'd ſmile lurks . 
The watery ſurſace, ready to ſtart up 
At the next lover's ſammons ;. now-to ; ; 
A hero's RE now wed apage. © e 


4 Ener Swix Vavonr.. ; 


SA Vat ox. 
| My Loa De Courci, doth your - ne 
To recollect a certain pledge of . 5 
A jewel, which the lady of this 100 1 je 
Gave'to her huſband by your hands? N 
"Ws Cov 1 ox. d cc Gekr 
; eig Arete 
dhe took it from * arm whon they 8 
1 well. remember 1 it. | 
| * Saur Vak. 991 
e it ike tho? 
The very fame 10 ave N to Saint Valori 8 
When he eubatted Ur Paleſting e 
F "GAYE: VIII!!! 4 3A 
A re nos bot tart You did: E eb Bo 
T had i it Wen your memory is perfeRt; - 2949 36. 2 
Dr Covxcr, 
You had it then What muſt I think of this ? 
Sr Vaton, - 1 
Can you this Hittle token keep in mind, wie 
And not remember Mac you gave it Et TOE Tn e 
De Coavxces. 2210 8 Vi? 
Explain yourſelf; wo ſpeak in myſt-ries 
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Saree VaLort,- 
Be temperate then; let not your loud ſurprize : 
Betray me to the houfe: I'm here unknown. 
Das Covxci. © 
Impoſſible! tho! the dead roſe again, | 
Yet N apes wart „ 
. Sdinr e . 
PW friend 1. \ 
Come to ay arms! let this embrace convince "A 
De Covnc!. 1 
Oh earth and d heaven he lives. 1 N 
SANT VATLO RI. 
He es indeed 
'To a new „ life of i Be ſtill; 1 
Forbear to queſtion me; another time 
Thou ſhalt hear all, but let this hour be nee | 
EG Sirens. $ relle call. 9 ! my wife! 
URCI e | 
- Oh, my prophetic fue! . 
* SAINT W 5 
„ Unbappy woman! : 
P or why Kwak accuſe her ! twenty years | 
A mournful widow, and at laſt to ſtart 8 
So wide from all propriety ; and now, 
Aſter ſo brave a fr le, now to fink. ie 
Her honour, which ſtill bore ſo proud a Gal © ; 
Tbro' the rough tide of time; oh bitter thought! | 
Oh aggravating ſhame !/- 
| De Covnet.. 
1247 +533 Alas, u friend, | 
Hom ſhall 1 BN Ek you? 1 ſee. you point 
r Montgomeri: in friendſhipꝰs right 
'd her private ear, and boldly 9 4h . 
The & grape! her fame. 1 
SAINT Vater, | * 
| a b r d what rep Ji 
1 % Dn; Conte 
i Paint at firſt ſhe ese 3 but when Itouch'd . 
1 Tube maſter-ſtring, and ſet to view how baſe 
Tue choice of ſuch: a N a a Page, 


;: 
\ 
| | 2 ut 2 2 9 Fare 
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Then 
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1 TRAGEDY: „ 


Then—bat” twere painful to deſeribe the scene, 
Vain to conceal: ſhe loves him to diſtraction. r 
JJ ⁵(äÄ Se: Sn 


Can it be doubted 7. oh bas married him. 3 1 


* 


f 
#2 a s Coynct. Ae Ly) 

Indeed bay FEY ol; Lg 0. 
; nec tag! Ving. 3 2 8 " 
egen ſervant here, Sy 4 03./i i Lo 

Who ſaw her claſp him in her wanton arms, 4 


Twine, like pale ivy round the poliſh'd RR 
Of the ſmooth beech, whilſt rapt'rous ſhe exclaim'd, 
« My hero ! "ty Saint Valori ! my buſband !“ 
Oh, eh is loft; beyond, redemption loſt. 
E Counci.. 8 
Who now ſhall dream of conſtancy in woman 1 
What! $ to be done our life diſſolves the combat., ö 
* Saint ALORI. | 
The ſhame T've fav'd her from : 18 Hildebrand 
Ts dying! in this houſe, 
De Coukci. 
Lord Hildebrand I. 
Haw many range events are bere combin'd 
Of ſorrow and ſurprize! ſo thick they _ | 22 
So fwift they change, I know not Where 10 turn, 1 
Nor what to counſel. 
| Saint VaLort: 
What can counſel give? 
Can words revoke, can wiſdom reconcile, 
Tbeindiſſoluble web which fate has wove ? 
And ſha!) I ſtay and harbour here with ſhame ? 
Walk, like a diſcontented moping ghoſt, - - 
To haunt and hover 10und their nuptial bed, 
When I can die, as I have liv d, in arms? 
Off, holy counterfeit ! begone, diſguiſe ! 
De Covrci. * 
Stop, I conjure you, ruſh not on deſpair. 
Saint VaLoR1i. . 
Deſpair ? And have I worn the Croſs de long, 
But as the maſk and mockery of religion ? 
No, 'tis the armour of a Chriſtian: knight, 
And with this | gauntlet I . deſpair, 


oo Be 
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36 T HE NN L ITE: 


5 De "Cound 1. fre? 
Then by that ſacred ſymbol, by ous kept 


And faithful brotherhood in God's holy ſervice, 
I do beſeech thee to perſiſt in hope: GT 


For whilſt one circumſtance of doubt remains, 2 


One, tho the lighteſt fragment is afloat, 5 
That fond credulity ere Tung to, Mill, 
Still will I keep fome happy chance in. view ' _ Ni 


To ey uy FY, s honour, 


| | SAINT, eee, ks 

2 Gallant friends. 
Thy Gus tel mal prevail, I will perſiſts, 
And as misfortune is the world's beſt ſchool © ROY 
For true philoſophy, L will ene 


The cordial patience from the bitter root” 
Of this implanted pain. Come, brave De Cburei! 
Pleaſure's gay ſcene, and hope's deluſive dream, 


Are vaniſh'd, loſt ; love's fairy palace ſinks 4 . 


In the falſe fleeting ſand on which,” was built; 


Wbilſt thy immortal conſtancy alone is 


% 


Stands in the waſte, a folitary column, ', , 
To tell lifes mournful trayeller, where once 
"7 reyes and, A x Rarely, fabric Tole,. 
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Enter MAaT1i1LDA and Lord uma. | 


Top. ſtranger! ehiefire have von Y your 
chamber?) 

Will you go forth with all your bn about 2 740 

Return, nor raſhly counteract our care, 

That labours to TIE ar TO ANOTES 20 EE 
HirtpeBranD. 8 
* Shall I wake . 

Your houſe a grave? the wounds you. ſee are nothing, 

Their pain, may be affuag'd by drugs and ointments; 85 

Nature abounds in fimples, that can x heal” | 


Theſe tumours of the body, h SK | 
Og ” if TEST 2 > ESL. Y . * N 
If the cure 1 


* 


Be, as you Fry 0 eaſy; why oppoſe it? 
Is pain your choice, that you reſiſt our medicines, 
And thus expoſe your — Lee undreſt 
To che raw feſt ring air 

_* HiLoenBrand. 
| „ Ah, generous nr! 

Tis but a ſuperficial fattering r | TH 
To heal the ſkin, and make the ſurface whole, T 
When an unſearchable and mortal ſting 
Has pierced on nobler TE: >: roy 

SE NY irre 
Daene grief. 3 
You mourn a wk perhaps, or ſome dear friend, 
In your late ſhipwreck loſt: if it be ſo o. 
II not arraign your ſorrow; yet remember,” 1 3 
Tho' ſhort of their allotted time they fell, Ne 
Twas Heay'n that ſtruck them Thor they were not 
murder d, 8 | 
As: 241 Saint Valor, by v vile treach' rous man, _— PE 8 
y C 8 Hitps- 


x i * 


36 THE CARMELITE: 


; HILDEN AND. | 
Fs Oh, borror.! horror TER 
| MTII DA. 
. Have I touch'd. the cauſe?, | 
| Was there a a feds a wife? 
| HiLDeBRAND. | 


Nor N nor friend : 
And PENN 0 
2 MaTILDA. 
MWbat yet ? Your heart perhaps was . 
Upon your freighted treaſure, hoarded up 
"x. By carking care, and along life of thrift, 

Now without intereſt or redemption ſwallow's - 
T9 We the deyouring bankrupt waves for ever: | 
What then? your cares bave 1 vith your for- 

1 f tune. | 
© H LD ENA N Db. 
ey "The 8 5 of friends and fortune I bewail | 
As things Heay'n gives and takes away at ane ; 
Conditional enjoyments, tranſient loans, 
Bliſs that accumulates a debt of pain: 
Swift their ſucceſſion, ſudden their reverſe, 
To- day the ſetting ſun deſcends in tears, 
To-morrow's dawn breaks forth, and all is joy ; 
But guilt involves me 1 perpetual night; 
No morning ſtar, no glimmering ray of hope, 
Eternal toſſings on a 50 of thorns. 
Conſcience, that raven, knelling in my ear, 
And vulture uries plucking at my heart 
AT1 ED. N 
| Then I conjectur d right, and 'tis * , 
' Which tortures you; I read it in your eyes: 
| 2 that deſcending virtue come on earth, 
To ſet at large the captive or the free? 
*F'was to redeem the captive: Turn to him, 
Turn then, and ſeek your ſaving hope, repentance, 1 
Goto your Carmelite, confeſs to him, * 
Fly to your ſoul's phyſician fora cure 
Whether with ſoft emollients he aſſuage, 
Or with corroſive penances conſume 


"The cank rous gangrene that pow * your beart. 
ATE, - Harvs- 


+ 


— 


F 


) 
HirDeBRAnD. | 


But what can he —alas ! there lives but one 
Under Heav'n's canopy, who can abſolve. 


T have confeſs'd to him, he knows my: guilt Eve 


Hither th immediate band of Heay'n has led me, 


The only mercy I implore is death. 


Mercyl and dares thy tongue pronoutice the name? 


Hopeleſs of pardon, to expire before you, 
And caſt your huſband's murd' rer at your feet. 
18 MaTILDA. 


Ab, Scorpion ! is it thou? I ſhake with horror, | 


Thee have I pitied ? thee have I preſerv d? | 
Monſter, avaunt ! Go to the rocks for food, * 
Call to the winds for pity ! lay thee down  — 


Beneath ſome blighted yew,.. whoſe pais'nous leaf 


A TRAGEDY. 3. 


FEES 21 | 
Kills as it falls; there howl thyſelf to death ! _. 


Hangs the roof oer us yet? Lam aſtoniſh'd,— 

Art not aſham'd, O earth, to bear him yet? 

O ſea, to caſt him 1 t—Begone! 7 
FHiLDEZKAN D. | LY 

I do not wait for pardon, but for dean 

Call to your ſervants; whelm me with their ſwords, 

Heav'n throws me on your mercy ;. you rece d 

And gave me ſhelter z haſpitably tende? d 

Food and 3 med cines; I refuſed. them: 


My thirſt is unallay'd, my wounds undreſtt. 


Nor pres of food has paſt my lis 
For I diſdain a fraud upon your pix, 
And, where I can't have pardon, ſcorn ſupport. 
MaTiLDA. . | 16 
Mercy! thou man of blood, thou haſt deſtroy'd it, 
It came from heaven to ſave Saint Valori: ©: 
You ſaw the cherub meſſenger alight _ 25 
From its deſcent; with outſpread wings it fate, + 


Covering his breaſt 3 you drew. your curſed ſteel, wa | 


And thro” the pleading angel pierc'd his heart. 


The planets in their courſes ſhriek'd for horror; 


I ben, then the moon, by whole pale light you ſtruck, 


Turn'd fiery red, and from her e B 
Darted contagious ſickneſs on the earthy © 1 982 


Heav'n dropt maternal _— Ok} art henne 
v7 1 N 
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(THE CARMEL IE, 


* 


ater Ware. | WT : * 
Monre enat: . 
; Why dof thou tremble? why this ghaſtly terror? 
\ MaTizDa. B's 5 


Save me, Mpdert me! in thy arms T fall: 
I mov d not till thou cam ſt, left I bad ſunk 
Upon the floor, and thin at the hand Sd 
727 That ſtabb d Saint Valori, his touch had Kira o me. 
; »-—  MonTGcomerRn ' © 5 
"That ſtabb'd Saint Valori ! Is this the wretch * 5 It; 
Is Hildebrand before me ?—Draw, thou traktor! 
Stand to Jeſeniers. or die! 
3 1 e Scan: 2 4 
1 Bacchold my bean! 
f Sirike! rer no mercy. e 
© * 7 Maria. Fo | 
pe et Stop thine hand? 3 
| Black tho' be be, as infamy can make Him, 40 
He is defenceleſs, wounded, and expiring, 
0 Hirn and. £ TEE 27A © 
"Wilt thor: not add, repentant ? I am andere, 7 
Body and ſoul laid proſtrate by e 
Ido confeſs my crime: what can I more? N 
Caſtle, demete, and cr ory The all the ſhot - FE. 
Of my accurſed avarice, I reſign . 
Take my life too; diſmiſs me from a world © | 
Where! have none to mourn me, no kind hand 
© To Cloſe my eyes; of children, wiſe, and friends, 
(Save only this poor Carmelite) bereft 5 F208 
Be mercitul to him, he is not guilty. 
If I dare aſk a little earth to cover me 
For Chriſtian decency, I would=but that, 
That were too uch my teurs will fink a "we. 
|  MonToouent,” 1 #0 
Hes deeply peri penitent : : yo H not tefuſe © 
What be pen for,: :**twere moſt unchriſtian 
To let him 1 wichöüt the church's rites, | 
ANCE N 3 de hs 
Fin SE 
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A TRAGEDY./ E 


MonT6oMERt.. 
| He'sdying— — ſee, the faints—he falls. 
: [Hildebrand inte on the grou d. 
__ will give him comfort j in the hour of death ; 
And that Id give © en't6 a murderer. _ . 5 av 
M Aria. r SEW 
You never knew your father, and in you 45 
Pity is natural; in me tis treaſon - 
To breathe the air which his pollution taints U 
A crime to look upon his eyes and 56 en e 
MonrCOn a. 
I feel, I feel your cauſe; there let bs fall: | 
Die where he liſts, but give his corpſe a grave. — 1 Bo 
And 5 ay Carmelite approaches. 
; os hag. 1 e 
| Hah 1 - 


The Low De G too! Stand 4 the a 
And if the wretch has breath to. ſpeak 7 
Call them to witneſs his confeſſion, Mar 
In Heav'n's own preſence: mark this awful 6 „ 
And write *. on 4 Bogart Tags” arewel | Be conſlant't - 3 

| | ber | {Emir Matilda. 


Enter Sar Vat our wy Ds Covner. ; H:55 


% 


Fee 8 OMERI, 
Noble De 8 and thou reverend che 
From whom the penitent in life's lat hour 
Draws holy comfort, look upon that wrietch, , 
Viſit his foul with peace at it's departure, 
And take confeſſion from his dying lips. 
Saint VaLon, _ 
Withdraw, and ſtand apart then out. of- hearing; 
3 Gr [They ald, 
Lord Hildebrand, if chou haft ſenſe and motion, 
Reach forth thine hand! Sol if b. — up t! 8 
1 am the Carmelite, 


£ 
rr 


HILDEN Aub. 1 
g 3 Oh, fave me, fte me! 
Iama Gnful man. 46 

| EL Sire: 


A 


„ THE CARMELLTE: 
"FPS IS VALORAI. 
ZBaut net a murderer: 
| He who ſpeaks to you is Saint Valori. 


\  HirpzpkawD. „„ 
God of my hope 11 is it ſome bleſſed e, 
Or 2 man that ſpeaks! ! 8 80 


"SAINT. Venen n p 
| A living man, | 
Saint Vatori Madel 4/6 no ſpirit—Mark ! 
- I graſp your hand in token of forgivenchs: N 
: Doſt thou ee . 
HI DIIAAN b. : 
© "At wy heart I feel it— 
Can you ju forgive me? May I die in peace? 
SAINT VALORI. 
5 Lo! ! thus with friendly band I cloſe-thine eyes: 
Sleep, ſleep! and be at reft from thy afflictions: 
Wou'd mine were laid beſide thee in bee, 1 
5  HitDeBRAND, | 
Oh balmy comfort 1 Oh, how ſweet to die a 
Farewel for ever: do not quit m hand; | 
Let it not £0, all 1 am dead.— arewell 
| | | e. 5 
7 I i ar Vans 
5 He's dead 15 ſoul forſook him with that beh. 
Now, Sirs, return — tis paſt; I have beheld 
N 8 ne repentant deb. 


% 


Re-enter b Covner ord Monro on 


LI 


= Call to your ſervants, and remove the body. 
5 5 > MonTcowrrt. 
There is a | charitable houſe hard by, 
Where on the ocean's edge a few/poor monks, 
1 h A flender brotherhood of Mercy, dwell; 
Dor human miſery a ſmalbaſylum; 
TLDhere often from the foundering bark eſcap', | 
The houſeleſs wretch finds ſhelter, and his wounds, 
With balſams by the fathers cull'd, are dreſs d: 
/ There we'll entomb the 1 8 N 


SAINT 


. 


/ 
/ 


— 


r EX; :t, a. 
+: Dai tot 75: 22 
(gt he it ſo? ; 

2 Menton ft 7% 4 

You now alone ſurvive the morning's wreck :- . 

You by peculiar providence are ſav d 

From a devoted veſſel, which the fins 

Of its dire owner ſunk ; ſtill I muſt wonder 

How God's own ſervant with a dzmon leagu d, 

And piety with murder could embark. a WHY © 

Sal VaLort.. 2 
Vou think he was a murderer; have a care 
How you incline too raſſily to ſuch tales. 


Let not your vaſſals triumph and rejoice 


Too much o' th' ſudden; let your caſtle keep 
Some remnant of its old propriety : 25 
And you, the champion, hang not up your lance 
In token of a bloodleſs victory, Fe: 
But keep it ſharpen'd for a freſh encounter 
And ſtick your valour to the teſt; young knight, 
Left haply ſome new queſtioner ſhould come, 
And dath your ſeaſt with horror. cee 
Mowrcoe nz. 
> e Reverend ſtranger, 
It will become your order to deſiſt * 
From threats, which cover ſome myfterious meaning, 
And ſpeak without diſguiſe. - You boaſt yourſelf ©. 
Noble Saint Valori's friend, yet plead the cauſe - . 
Of Hildebrand, defend him from 'the-crime Z 
Of murder, and with gloomy- menace bad me * 
Expect ſome new appellant.— Lo l Pm ready. a 
Sar VIAInOIEI. n 
Away, vain boy, away! ._ - | 
1 | MonTcomrri.. 7 

| ae „ ane de, 
Not of myſelf, but of the cauſe I ſtand for: 
The Lady of Saint Valori accounts me | 
Worthy to be her champion, by that title 
I do.impeach the memory of Lord Hildebrand z - _ 
And in the preſence of this Lord; whoſe perſon 
Stands for the King, arraign him as a murdere: 
It any loves his memory ſo well! As 


SE 151 


> 4&4 FT HE CARMELIT E: 
As to adopt the cauſe, let bim ſtand 8 
1 [pledge Ps to anſwer. _ , 
SAINT Vardni. "EL 
Lord De Courci, 
| Shall 1 reveal my felf Tm ſtrongly. tempted } 1466s 
| DE Covunci. | -\. 
Ido proteſt. againſt i it ; and conjure ou, 
Whilſt he is thus in train, leave it to nme 
IS draw e, up. A e Lock 
1 Salut eee e | 
: r lee 
Di Commer: > 11 0 
Montgomeri, i in virtue of my charge 
Pre noted your defiance: ſhould there come 
A knight of known degree to challenge it, 
Say, by what ſtile and title wilt thou anſwer *. 
Mon reo 0mMER 8 
Aſk that of ber in whoſe delonee f f land. 
D Covunci. | 
We know thes for her champion; but declare, | 
Faſt thou no nearer name, no cloſer tie? by Fd: 
Saint Varon!. 2 
"At to that Tis palpable, tis W - = 
Your filence 1 is confeſſion... | 
Wonen OMER1.' - 
Nee 44,2 Aly good: father, 
" Here: yon 65 us'd e as an engine 
To twiſt and torture ſilence to your purpoſe, 8 
And ſtain the truth with colouring not its own? 
SAT VALOKL. | 
The man 8 flies to frlence for evaſion, | 
When plainly queſtioned, aims at a deception. | 
Which candour's ſelf will conſtrue to condemn him. 
MoxTGOMER1. 
Thy ſelf a n dark, jnſcrutable,' 
Win Hildebrand aſſociate, thou to —_ me = 
F 85 anſwer for thyſelf. | 
| 18 Saixr e {1 
8 For r u.. 
> De Cov Aci. Si 
Stop, recollet Pour thou ghts!. 5 


- 4 


2 Sainy 


— 
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A" TRAGEDY... 4s +5 

_ _SainT VaLort. © 

; Thanks, noble Lord 1 

For myſelf, then, I own 1 am your debtor 
For no leſs guilt than life; and tho? that life 
Makes what you gave a gift of —_— | 
Yet is the dür uncancell d. 5 

| MonTcomer1.' 75 


= K 
* * , 
Set it down” 
4 * 
* 


For coin Kal the mutual debr of 8 : It 
Common from man to man. —To-morrow's ſun,*. 


With favouring winds to-aid us, ſhall 1 208. 
This caſtle's noble miſtreſs and: myſelf 2&1 
Acroſs the ſtreight-that ſevers- this fair ile l 
From its maternal ſhore; thereto renew © | 1 
At Henry's feet, againſt this bloody man | 
Newly deceas'd, our criminal appeah 


Arraigning him for murder. 
.es Ware... 
0 "oy" 5 Haht beware ! ii * 5 NA bg 
; "Monro 002 ns: Eis Pt FER 5 
Who ſhall oppoſe it ? * 5 3 60;%; 1:42 


Sieg Wi enn mY n 
Wert? I; this noble witneſs; ' © © 
Truth, and the living evidence of fight. 
= MonTGQMERIY. BOY OE: 
To you, my Lord De Courci, not to 1 
Who is a ſon of peace, to you, a knight 
Seal'd with the Croſs, and militant for truth, 
Thus L appeal. I has ſay you co our e 75 75 
De Co vact. SITE 
| Falſe, falſe; I pledge my life upon the proof. | 
ONTGOMERI. 
Hah ! by my father's ſoul, if thou ſhalt dare. 4 49} 
To ar ay that to-morrow= E 
a Dr Couxci. Rall ee 
| If I dare. | 
To whiſp er it Ay herald ſhall proclaim it; 
- Pl ery it ine the lit — There is my gauntlet. - 


[Throws * 
SAINT Wet 4 #5 


Hats, 1 forbid u 8 Tales up De Courci s grunt. | 
| "WY Brother 


* 


4 — , 


1 PUB CARMELITE: 
8 | Brother of the Croſs, 
| Upon your koighely honour I conjure you, 
Put up your gaunlet: I revoke the combat. 
Hear me, young Sir, you tread upon your grave: 
Fate waves the iword of vengeance o'er your head; 
Tue paſs it by, and paid you Tife for life. 
Lo! I provoke you to a gentler combat ; 
- Behpld my peaceful ganotlet [Take this jewel, 
* Gives the oy 
And an hour. hence, when Lam on my way, p 
Shew it to her (what ſhall I call your 121 We: 
To her that own'd-it once. 
| Moro outer” 8 


— 


% 


6 | I Will obey you. 
2 What u more have you in mind ? a e 
San Varogz, act 1 
x | Tell her the Monk, 
Thro' all bi pilgrimage from Holy Land, 
Preſerv d it ſacred; journeying night and day, 
By ſea, by land, in'ſhipwreck, in the waves, 
Still guarded it with reverence more devout 
Than holy relicks of departed mattyrs. 
Now tis no longer worth: tis hers, tis yours, 
-* Tis the next favourite's prize, a tranſient bauble, 
The fleeting emblem of a woman's love.— 0 
| No more: en one, r Lord, to horſe! 
a [Exit with de Courci. 
ONTGOMERT, 
To horſe! why —— would have calrd 3 . 
With ſuch a ſtep a warrior would have trod: 1 8 
A Monk I- Myſterious man! I'll not believe it. 
This jewel may unfold the labyrinth—- - 
What then ? ſhall I commit the clue rf 
To ſorrow's trembling hand, or firmly bold it- ' 
Till more ſhall be ee ge e direQ me ! 


1 or THR es KTH Ac, 
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A Chapel, with an 1 Ae! with the fanned 
Trophies of SAINT VATLORI. MarTIL oA is di, 
covered ery at the Altar. Neuronen . 
N . 4 ON N oh 


% 


Mon NTGOMERI. . 
TILL at the altar! Ever on her knees 
Nothing but peace ! peace to her huſband's foul ! 
Ty requiems. lf, as we believe, 

Th uncircumſcribed ſpirit of a nan 
Walks after death, till it can find a grave, 
Or holy church, with ſoul-compelling hymns, 

Shall chaunt it to repoſe, I am ama d | 
My father's Shoſt, whilſt unappeas d by N 
Ne er took it's ſhadowy journey to this 
Why, when De Courci and the Monk outheCd me, 
Did he not then ariſe with all his wounds 
And ſcare them to confeſſion? I am loſt, 
Bewilder'd, and perplex'd | But ſee ! the moves 4 
5 5 AT1LDA/ ariſes, and comes "dren % 
from the Altar is Mo r G * 
- MaTiLDac' | 3 
My fon ! my joy | my blefling ! > e's 
MonTGOMERT. 
Whence is this? 
What ſudden transformation ? By my hopes, 

There is a joyful emanation round thee, IC | 
That e deen, rapture to my heart g- 
What'angel of good tidings bath —— with thee ? 

Who hath exercis'd thy deſpair, and breath'd 
This beam of ded pleaſure in thine eyes? N 
MaTilLDA® 


— 


— 


= THE CARMELITE: 


Ma A . 

Thy father hath been with me. et 
| M on TGOMERI. | 

J)VVVVTVVVVV ens Fny father 11 
Fi Man TILDA. 
Pye ſeen him in my viſion ; commun'd with-him 
Before the altar: ſoft his Accent fell, 
Like voices of departed friends heard in eur dreams, 
Or muſic in the air, when the night-ſpirits | 


| wende 5 wagic minſtrelſy. 
| MonToourn:., 
as . 49 1 
Wor'd 1 bad ſeen bim too Kits 3 ' 
RBI” # Tak | e 5 
; F es Woy'g Heav'n 228 bag! 
 Moxroonnar | ek 
| What was his form? ONE n 5 
: | Mart. i Eo 
Mliajeſticalſy een | 


He fniPd upon me; ftrait throꝰ all my veins | TM 
Methought I felt a thrilling v vinthe fun 
| d, 


Healing , Where'er it cours both SISA and brain. + 
"0 More on 1 11. MAS: 5 
Saw NEW wounds abgur hin cot ac aa 
? Mariupg. N e 1 *% 


* _—— 


None, Nee 
Nor was he in bis wut vs when he died. : 


ey with years, and much transform d by time : \ : 
ca 1 1 knew him not, and as he n 
Bo chang'd methought he was,” with pain 1 trac'd 

| The ſaded- record. 0 

wy W Moxtgouini. 

| _ Spoke he of his murder Fo 
MͤariE DA. 

Oh! not a 60 — as it ne er had been, 

And he were living now, ſo look'd and ſpoke. | 
ONTGOMERT.  / 


is ſtrange one queſtion _— did this form 
Ne ' er viſit ou beſore ?* | 
: Mir 2 75 LICE 
2 Never, till no. 


1 Mon r- 


353 TA TAO TINS! 


| MonTcoMER1. 
Nor this nor any other ſhape? 


| MaTiLDa. 


Oh! never, never. 


Ms Taos 


. Judy confidence i haken; 1 . | 


And fit it is no longer to conceal : 


— 


What I have newly heard fo boldly vouck'd, | D474 00 


That my faith reel. 
| MarTiLDa. 


Speak, I conjure | the, . 


b e uy 
I came this er from the_Carmehite' 
And Lord De Courci: on the floor was ftretch'd/ - 


The breathleſs corpſe of Hildebrand ; the Monk | 


In his laſt moments had been private with him: 
I N the murder, 8 bis own bt gra 
; pealing in my accuſation's proof; 
Wen, 4 74 tell! his confeſſor the Monk 
Boldly denied that he had kill d Saint Valori. 


Rous d at this daring inſult and indignant, 


I turg'd: upon De Courci, and demande, 


If he wou d voũch the falſehood; he, mere bot 5 


And no leſs confident than t other, burl'd 
Defiance in my teeth, and to the groung 
Threw down his gauntlet, 3 to the truth 


Of chat the Monk affirm' d. 


; MaT1LlDa:: 

2 I TIamamazd:- 
here is a trenib expeRtatian i in me, 
That by ſome n impulſe draws me on 

To the great revelation of 006 fate: 
Therefore anne, e 
| Moy banded 2 
- ; Before could reply, 
The Cumdite had ſeiz'd De Courci's pledge, 
And with a tone and geſture more beſeeming 
A haughty warrior than a ſon of peace, 
Sternly forbade the challenge to proceed: 


4 7 


. N a WN action turning tow'rds me, 


— 


44 
* 
8 

9 


13 
13 
1 


3 THE cARIE L Ir E. 
5 And Gzbing, drew from forth his boſom this, 


T his pearly chain. [ Produces the bracelet. 
MaT1iLDA. 
 Ab!—Dom my eyes betray me Pe 
Help, kietp ! uphold me, -whilft I look upon 4 — — 


0 ſame; the ſame! I gave it to my huſband ; _ 
My laſt, fond, parting pledge : guide, guide my hands, 
My trembling __ to touch it,—Sacred . * 

Enthuſiaſtic 7 the pilgrim's kiſs, 

Thus to my lips I preſs thee.—Hail, firice ball! 
Ta thee, © * with theſe banners deck'd, 
Hallow'd with daily incenſe, and beſieg d 

With never-ceaſing requiems for his ſoul, 
I dedicate this trophy of WER love! | 
| Lead me, any fon t- 
| Mahr dens Ab. | 
Oh! do'ſt thou love thy ſon? 
Mar IL pA. 
Love mn E Heaven [Falls on bis SY woreping. 
- MonTGOMERI;: ' | 
—_ - ISL By that then I-conjure thee i 
_-: Coins to hy couch? Now, as thy cheek turns pale, 
Convulſion ſhakes thy lip, and hs full fream- 
Burſts from thine eyes, return not to the ar e 
27 me R thee forth. 5 
| Marines: 8 
Where, v where's * Monk? 


Mo NTGOMERI. 
Yes, thow fuffering ſaint! 
Be patient for hide, £95 thee ah od bim. 
| MaTiLDa..- als 7; 
IS Come then, dipole of me as te thy love - e 
And piety ſeems beſt: I will obey. : 
3 me have this—Thou me not [ke this from me. 


: Shall I not ſee him? 


— — ͤů— ] ͤ 
— 2 —— — mY 


Lily toSreveht. 
Made; on Wes 
Not for the worth of all this world. ; 
MaTiLDa. . 1.36 
E236 3780549 » iP I thank thee, FEES 


3 


3 


wo 5 3 ; * 1 


A TRAGEDY: - e- 


— 


\ * F 
Enter Sar nTVaLloOx1, De Covnct, vfl. 


| Saint Vion. . 
Suffer this laſt one weakneſs —Ha |. ſhe's gone ; LY 
The chapel is deſerted; I had hop'd _ ; 
Once more to have look'd upon her ere we parted, 
D Covxci. ; 
'Tis better as it is. 1 0 0 
Saint Vatont. 
And f e — 
nd yet twere tern y, methinks 
That could refuſe the fight one ſhort indulgence, r 
Ere the heart breaks with ſorrow. 415 
Ds Condat. 
I am pain'd 
To ſee this tender forrow ſwell ſo faſt. 
SainrT VaLoRt. 5 
Oh call to mind how I have lov'd this woman?! 
Gyfford, thou know ſt it; lay, thou faithful ſervant, 
What was my paſſion ; how did abſence feed it ? 
But how can'ſt thou'com * my ſum of ſorrows? 
Years upon years have roll d fince thou waſt with me: 
Time hath been wearied with my groans, my tears 
Have damp d his. wings, till he ſcarce crept along; 
The unpitying fun ne er wink d upon my toils ; 
All day I dragg'd my flavery's chain, all * 
Howl to its clanking on my bed of ſtraw 3 


And yet theſe pains were recreation now. 
To thoſe I feel, whilſt I refign Matilda. 
GyzronDp, 


Stay then, my noble ons here abide, Tr 
And to this awful place convoke your F<. 
alnT VALORIL, 
This awful place | ſhell viStit no more; 
Or, if ſhe 1 *twill be to ſtrip theſe trappin | 
Theſe pg ſhall come down, 8 5 yy hes 
2 * 
They've ſerv'd the uſes of hypocriſy, 5 
And feſtive garlands now ſhall * their place. 
Around this . altar, 


„ THE CARMELITE:- 


—— 


- — 


Dx Covnct. 5 * 
| | No, my Bi * 
1 am a eee to her unſeign'd ſorro ws; 5 
And were I left to judge 4 them unbiaſs d 
By what I ſaw beſides, I ſhould belie rte - 
She were the very mirror of her os e 
For matchleſs conſtancy. a 
S841 Vs LORI. 
Jou rend my heart. 
err 


1 on her 8 this morning hath ſhe waſt's 


This altar's feet with tears, and with her prayers 

Sent up a e ery of 7 5 and groans. 
S4, VaLont. | * 

Why then, old man, did'ſt thou diſtract my foul — 

With goſſip tales to ſlander her fair fame, - 

And murder my repoſe ? TF thou art conſcious 

Of having wrong d her, get thee hence, begone 18 

Fall at her feet for pardon, howl for pity;  - 

And hide wy ſelf where light may never find thee. | 
"457 eee, 4v +555 27 

Wich wief, bot not with ſhame, I will retire | 

From thee and light. I bave not wroag's the-Euth: | 

Saint VXLoII. | 

Stay, Gyfford, tay; thou loyal, good old man! 

Pity thy maſter, and forgive my phrenzy. 

Lo! lam calm again; the pledge I ve given 

Jo young Montgomeri ſhall be the teſt: 

Yes, with that chain I'll dra her to the proof 3 

Link'd and entwin'd about her heart F1l'hold it, 

And tent her nature to its inmoſt feclings— | 

See, the young] Iavourſts comes e e 


* 
— 
4 * 
- 


Enter Monro *. 


eee eren n ne 
1124 27 47 een Unely found, - | 
Wen are you thus epcounter' d, holy Sir! 
The lady of Saint Valori demands You; '* ES 
And lo! where ſhe 3 55 i 


* ; 
: 17 12 es 
1 + £3 "L* "TH 45 5 4 nter 
* — , f 8 
„ E. < — . 
* : - 6 3 6 , 
* _- - * * 4 — fe * 


— 


— 


. 


1 e 


1 oi Enter Marinos. e 
18 8 W. n W355. N 
ir ra Mens r | 
e Hah. Nie well. r 
In preſence of this altar wEare met 33 4:4 2: 505: fl 3 
- And may the facred 3 of the place , „ 
Proſper our interview 16 n wal Be 
; 3 Sarma r e 
Amen! amen 1 7 [> ix 


1 5 5 ee 45 7 

Good friends, e let none Es bs chapel 
Whilſt we are private — Now be firm, my heart! 

[They go out=—fhe. pauſes ſome time, and then ; 

| addreſſes her elf to Saint Valori.] _ | 

Father, F thank you !—T've receiv'd your pledge; 
The ſmall, but 8 relick you have brought me. 
The bracelet, given by Lord De Courcts Waren Mo. 


In times long paſt (fie, fie upon theſe tears, EE 

They will have way l) to departed friend... 
Perhaps he priz'd this trifle — but alas Þ Þ 57: 
"Tis fated, like the arm from which” twas taken, ets 
Never toclaſp him more, © e 

Sar ab ond Soda THE 

565 * Alas 1 I ft. 4, N 


N Mir,, ðᷣͤ gf] 
1 15 5 De Courci gave it to my lord. „ 
Fe 4 454 
He did: 1 ſaw bio 8 ie 01a 59 ho 
MATILDA... | | 
Hab you fas he! { 4-408; 8 
„ Sainr Vatonn 250 "4 
When he 8 for Paleſtine ; I've told * 
We never march'd apart. I wore the Cro 
In thoſe RY days. 59 
MaTIEDA, + 976441 fl | 
| I dv remember, © 1 
* this poor es did my hero wear it t „ 
- Saint VALORIL, - 3 
Devoutly, at his heart. . 
. MATH.DA. : | 
Then, then indeed  _ 
6 | x . Thou 


2 : Admire not that I We ; prog rather 


4 THE CARMELITE: 
Thou haſt beftow'd axreifiterLWeltowe; welcome 


[4s e is preſſing it to ber heart, St. Valori, ob- 
ſerving her. agitation, runs to ber aſſiſtance. 
SAINT VALORI. | 


He woreit like an amulet; z with this 
Before his heart, firſt thro' the yawning brecah 
Thuy ſacred walls, Jeruſalem, he ftorm'd ; 
Tore down the moony ſtandard, where it hung 


In impious triumph; thrice their Pagan ſwords , 
Shilver'd his mailed cies, as many times Ws 
That ſacred amulet was dy'd in Voda” R har: 
ene * n. e 8 
| Mews 


Stop there! I charge thee, ſtop! 
Tell me no more: Oh, follow him no further, 
For ſee, th accurſed Pyrenzans Wa,, | 
Streaming with blood; there helliſh murder bowl; 5 
There madneſs rages, and with boggard eyes 
Glares in the eraggy paſs Shell iprin erer 


I I advance. - Oh, ſhield me from the fight | , 


Tt Parner VALORI. 


Be calm, collect thyſelf : it was not 5 85 | 


It was not there Saint Valori met his death. 


Twas not the ſword of Hildebrand that ſlew him; 
Tho! pierc d with wounds, that ambuſh he ſurviv d. 


n By 


+ What do I hear ?-Oh, look upon this ale t q 


Think where you ſtand, and do not wrong the truth, 
+ Sat VALO RI. 

He who is truth itſelf be witneſs for me 

Deep was the ſtroke that dire aſſaſſin gave, 


Vet ſhort of life it ſtopt; unhors'd and falbn, 


Welt' ring. in blood, your wounded huſband lay, 
Till haply found by. Charitable ſtrangers 
Journeying to Venice, he was heal d, teftor'd ; 
And, thence embarking, by a barbarous: rover 


. Was captur d. Start not; but repreſs. your! terrors. 


MaTilDaA. 


\ © That 


hy, 


A TRAGEDY: „ 


That T heat this and line. Saint Valori 3 1 
The braveſt captain of the Croſs enſlay'd 7215 
By barbargus —_— ! ” ly: 
aback Valonz. 
Tedious years be wines | 
ns bard en. | 2 ; 
) 1 Marta. = 
Oh, where, ye e Heavens! 
Where was your jullice then Yau e died be rs? 
Saint, VALOIAI. 
Tas not his lot to find a diſtant grave. 
MariLpA. 


Where, Where 2—oh, nal releate me from the 


rack |— 
Where did my hero fall? | 
an VaLORt. 5 

Nor Pagak fword . 

or Pagak ſwor s, nor ſlav 's galling cbain, 
Nor Pug daggers, Afric' burning clime, 
Toils, ſtorms, nor ipwreck, kill'd him—here he fell! 

Grief * his un in this ſpot he fell! 
| luis, falls to the ground. 

Mari LDA. 

Ah, horror, harror!— He Wade be mercy, help! ln 
My ſon, my ſon your father lies bef ore you. 


Montoournt » runs in, followed by DE Covner and l 


GYFPFORD, 
1 | 
My fiher Heav'n and earth. Oh, ſave TEIY a. 
im! 
Where ſhall-I n See, fink ſhe 8 ſhe falls! 
| [Supports her in bis arms. 
De Covrci. - 3 


He is her ſon.—Awake, look up, my friend ! 
Live, live ! De Courci bids Saint Valori live, 
| Your rival is your ſon. | 
SAINT We rai ſing bimſelf on bis t 
: unſbeaths bis dagger. G16 
Off ! give me way: £5 
Pi kill him n her arms, Da 


* 


— 


58 THE CCARMELITE: | 
48 . Ds Covncr:— 20 
2 le is your ſon-- 
| ern hand Frantic father ! I, De Cour ei, 
I ſpeak. t to you, Would you deftroy your ſon? 

SAINT VALORT. 
Bind up his wounds, Oh, if I've ee my fon, 2 
8 Perdition will not own me! 

|  MonTcome 6 
OS He revives + 

| Kare ee reaſon! — Hufſh'! be ſtill. 
She ſtirs.—Withhold him from her arms a- while; 
Let all be ſilence, whilft 1 : Fr 
That ſhowers this joy, ſhall fir them to receive 3 

MarTiLDa, IN 
How could you ſay my huſband is alive??? 
Which of you 8 him from ion 'tis cruel! 
AIN T VAEORI. 

Upcaſe me of my weeds: tear off my cowl!” 
Mops now hell know me; now I am Saint Valori. - 
= _ [Throws off bis habit, e N 
be ATI EDA: | 
| 6 off! Ok; bleſſed light of Heaven, ſhine forth! 

Viſit my aching eyes, ye ſolar beams, 2 
And E ry es my hero !—Hah!* the Croſs— - , 
He gleams—he glimmers ;—like a miſt he les. 
He er he lives! I claſp him ia my arms. 
2 _ loſt Samt og he my long loſt huſband to 

l Kun, into bis arms. 

Selur VaLoORi. . 
Oh 1 my heart's joy! do I again embrace thee? 
Soul of all honour, conſtancy, and truth ! 
Y + _MariLda. 4 

This tranſport; is too quick, it melts my brain = 
The ſky runs round; the earth is all in motion 
a "Nap, now it w hirls too faſt, 
3 SAINT. VaroOrt.. | 

$1 15 Ye ſaints in bi! 
Heroic matrons! Ye angelic virtues, — 
Protect your fair reſemblance! Hah! ſhe be- 
Kind tears, I thank you! Nature's ſoft relief, 
WMaters, that from the ſoul's Full fount run Oer, 


— 


- 
1 * 


og A TRAGEDY. r 
To j joy or grief welcome alike ye flow, % 
Aſſiſt our ar and aſſuage our pain. 
| MarlLp a. £1 i} 
Alas ! alas 1 that k ſhou'd know thee ndt,— 
What ravages have time and ſorrow made 
In Heav' n's moſt perſect work, the faireſt * 
Nature &er rear d in majeſty and grace! 
Saint VALOII. | 
What dire calamity have we eſeapd! - 
Now tis diſpers'd, the miſts of doubt are fled, _ 
Truth, like the ſun,.. breaks forth, and all is j 
My ſon ! my fon ! oh, throw my arms about 1 2 
And let me cling for ever to his neck. | 
- MownTGOMER1, | DN, 
Oh ſympathetic energy of nature !— SEES - 
This morn a nameleſs orphan, now the ſon 3 
Of living parents: he for virtue famd. 
For digi of ſaul, and matchleſs courage; 
She for affection, conſtancy renown'd, 
loſpir'd with truth, with every grace adorn d, . 
A woman's Tordneſs and an angels faith. x ned 
| MariI DA. ö of 
Heaven, hear my praiſes echo them, O Seth ! 
Cherubs, that come with healing on your wings, © 
Waſt my thankſgiving back !-] Rab beam o err! 
Viſit the inmoſt chambers of my heart; 4.” 
And where we rear d a huſband's monument, 1 
Fix now bis living image: there, as tim 
Shook not the faſthful witneſs from my ſoul, © 
When grief affail'd it, ſo in joy ſupport me, 8 
And * * N in both extremes, ''' 2 48 


— 
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- SPOKEN BY Mxs. $ ID D ONS. 


And truſt'our _ E in real ** . 
hope that nuptial truth's your reigning paſſion 
If not—why let the ſtage begin the faſhion: 75 
Tis ours to paint you innocent and true: . 
Jo be what we deſcribe depends on you.— - | 
Two tragic maſters grac d th Athenian ſtage, 


Ls D IES, we now have ſhewn a faithful wiſe, 


One ſketch'd with candour, t'other daſh'd with rage: 


Old Sophocles's dames were heavenly creatures, 
His rival drew them all in fury features; 


Both err'd, perhaps, —The milder urg d this plea, 
I paint my women as they ought to be: | 
The angry bard, relentleſs to the Fair, ale 


* replied, « 9 Be. mine as they are,” 
| Our Author if he bees bi wane,” 


Too near to theſe of an immortal fame) 


Ai humble diſtance takes the milder —_ 
Leeſs proud to be a poet than a man: 


\ 


| 3 firſt to forge and then enforce a crime, 
Or poliſh libels into truth by rhyme ; 
If you have faults, alas ! he bids me 7 
a Oh! t his with cou'd charm them a | away! 
For if no cure but cauſtics can be found, 
He will not make a ſore to heal a wound ; 


Eri r S 541 
If you have faults, they're faults he won't diſcover, 5 
To your own ſex he begs to hind you over. *_ Wn 
So many ladies now there are who write, ; | 
You'll hear of all your trips ſome winter's night : 


Since Pegaſus has learn'd the jadiſh trick 
To bear a fide faddle, you'll find him kick. 


But let no ſatyriſt touch my lips with gall, 
Lips from which none but grateful words ſhall fall. 
Can I forget ?—But I muſt here be dumb, ; 
So vaſt my debt, I cannot count the ſum ; 
Words would but fail me, and I claim na art, 
I boaſt no eloquence but of the heart. 


